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POETICAL WORKS 


THOMAS TICKELL. 


WITH 'THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 


Permit theſe Lines by thee to live-nor blame 

A Muſe that pants and languiſhes for fame, 

That fcars to fink when humbler themes ſhe lings, 
Loſt in the maſs of mean forgotten things. 

Receiv'd by thee I propheſy my Rhymes 

Tlie praiſe of virgins in ſucceeding times: 

Mix'd with thy works their life no bounds ſhall ſee, 


2 ſtand protected as infpir'd by thee. 
10 SUPPOSED AUTH. OF SPEC 
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E DIN BURG: 
AT THE Apollo Diets, BY TIE MARTINS, 
Anno 1781. 


— 
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THE 
POETICAL WORKS 
THOMAS TICKELL. 
CONTAINING UIS 


MISCELLANIES, || ODES, 
EPISTLES, I TRANSLATIONS, 


c. c. Oc. 


Why praiſe we, prodigal of fame, 

The rage that ſets the world on flame? 

My guiltleſs Muſe his brow ſhall bind 

Whoſe godlike bounty ſpares mankind, ODE TO SUNDERLAND, 


Simple 1, and innocent of art, 

The tale that ſaoth'd my infant years impart, 

The tale I heard whole winter-cves untir'd, 

And fing the battles that my nurſe inſpir'd. KENS.GARDEN, 


By Nature fitted for an humble theme, 


A painted proſpect or a murm' ring ftream, 
To tune a vulgar note in Echy's praiſe, 
W hilt Echo's ſelf reſounds the flatt'ring lays, 


Or whilſt 1 tell how Myra's charms ſurpriſe 


Paint roſes on her cheeks and ſuns within her eyes, OXFORD. 


— 


EDINBURG: 
Ar THE Apollo Jeſs, By THE MARTINS. 
Anno 1781. 


| 
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THE LIFE OF 
THOMAS TICKELL. 


"Tas gentleman, well known to the world by the 
friendſhip and intimacy which ſubſiſted between him 
and Mr, Addiſon, was 'the ſon of the Rev. Richard 
Tickell, and was born in 1686 at Bridekirk in Cum- 
berland. In 1701 he was ſent to Queen's College Ox- 
ford, in 1708 he was made Maſter of Arts, and in 1710 
was choſen Fellow, for which, as he did not comply 
with the ſtatutes by taking orders, he obtained a diſ- 
penſation from the Crown. In the x726 he married 
at Dublin, and in that year vacated his Fellowſhip. 
While he was at the univerfity he wrote ſome 
beautiful verſes addreſſed to Mr, Addiſon on his opera 
of Roſamond, which ſo effectually recommended him 
to that gentleman that he held him in eſteem ever 


afterwards. He produced another piece of the ſame 


kind on Cato, but not with equal happineſs, 

-When Mr. Addiſon went into Ireland as Secretary 
to Lord Sunderland he carried Tickell with him and 
employed him in buſineſs; and when he afterwards 
in the 1717 roſeto be Secretary of State he conferred 


the place of Underſecretary on Mr. Tickell. On Mr. 
Addiſon's reſigning the Secretaryſhip, Mr. Craggs 
who ſucceeded him continued Tickell in his place, 


which he held till that gentleman's death. 
Mr, Addiſon being a diſfident man conſulted with 
| A iij 
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his friends about diſpoſing of ſuch places as were 


immediately dependant on him, and communicated 


to Sir Richard Steele his deſign of preferring Mr. 
Tickell to be his Underſecretary, which Sir Richard 
warmly oppoſed, conſidering Tickell as a petulant 
man. He obſerved that Tickell was of a temper too 


enterpriſing to be governed, and as he had no opinion 


of his honour he did not know what might be the 
conſequence if by inſinuation and flattery, or by bold- 
er means, he ever had an opportunity of raiſing him- 


ſelf. It holds pretty generallytrue that diffident people, 
under the appearance of diſtruſting their own opini- 
ons, are frequently poſitive, and though they purſue 


their reſolutions with trembling, they ſeldom fail to 


purſue them. Mr. Addifon had a little of this tem- 


per; he could not be perfuaded to ſet aſide Mr. Tickell, 
noreven had caution to concealfrom him SirRichard's 
opinion. This produced a great animoſity between 


Sir Richard and Tiekell which ſubſiſted during their 


lives. e ee 
Mr. Tickell, in his life of Addiſon, prefix'd to his 
own edition of that great man's works, (for when 
Addiſon died he left him the charge of publiſhing his 
works) throws out fome unmannerly reflections 


againſt Sir Richard, who was at that time in Scotland 
as one of the Commiſſioners on the forfeited eſtates. 
Upon Sir Richard's return to London he dedicates to | 


Mr. Congreve Addiſon's comedy called The Drum- 
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mer, in which he takes occaſion very ſmartly to re- 
tort upon Tickell, and clears himſelf of the imputa- 
tion laid to his charge, namely that of valuing him- 


ſelf upon Mr. Addiſon's papers in The SpeRator. It 
does not appear that Mr Tickel} was in any reſpect 
ungrateful to Mr. Addiſon, to whom he owed his 

promotion; on the contrary he embraced every op- 
portunity to celebrate him, which he always per- 
formed with ſo much zeal and carneſtneſs that hie 
ſeems to have retained the molt laſting ſenſe of his 
patron's favours.” His verſes on Roſamond are ſtri- 


kingly beautiful, and his Poem tothe Earlof Warwick 


on the Death of Mr. Addiſon is extremely pathetick. 
About the 1713 Mr. Tickell publiſhed The Pro- 


ſpect of Peace, addreffed to his Excellency the Lord 


Privy Seal, which met with ſo favourable reception 


from the publick that ſix editions were ſpeedily ſold. 


Upon this poem Mr. Addifon in The Spectator has 
beſtowed many encomiums. The ſentiments are na- 
tural and obvious, but no way extraordinary. It is an 
aſſemblage of pretty notions poetically expreſſed, 
but conducted with no kind of art, and altogether 
without a plan. 

The Royal Progreſs Mr. Tickell meant as a com- 
pliment to George I. on his arrival in the Britiſh do- 
minions. This poem is mentioned in The Spectator 
in oppoſition to ſuch performances as are generally 


written in a ſwelling ſtyle, and in which the bombaſt 


is miſtaken for che ſublime. 
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His Imitation of The Prophecy of Nereus was writ- 
ten about the year 1716, and was intended as a ridi- 


cule upon the Earl of Marr's enterpriſe, which he pro- 


pheſies will be cruſhed by the Duke of Argyle. 

The Epiſtle from a Lady in England to a Gentle- 
man at Avignon ſtands high among party poems. It 
is written in the manner of a lady to a gentleman, 


whoſe principles obliged him to be an exile with the 


Royal Wanderer. The great propenſion of the Jaco- 
bites to place confidence in imaginary means, and to 
conſtrue all extraordinary appearances into ominous 
ſigns of the reſtoration of their king is happily touch- 
ed. Of this piece five editions were ſold. 


Kenſington Garden is the longeſt of our Author's | 


poems. The fiction is compounded partly of Grecian 
deities and partly of Gothick Fairies. The verſifica- 
tion is harmonious, and the language elegant. 

Our Author's tranſlation of the firſt book of The 
Thad was publiſhed much about the fame time of Mr. 
Pope's; but it will not bear a compariſon ; and Mr, 
Tickell cannot receive a greater injury than to have 
his verſes placed in contradiſtinction to Pope's. Mr. 
Melmouth, in his Letters publiſhed under the name 
of Fitzoſborne, has produced ſome parellel paſſages 
little to the advantage of Mr. Tickell, who if he fell 
greatly ſhort of the elegance and beauty of Pope, has 
yet much exceededCongreve in what he hasattempted 
of Homer. Addiſon declared both verſions to be good, 
but gave the preference to Tickell's. Sir Richard 
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Steele, in his Dedication of The Drummer to Mr. 
Congreve, gives it as his opinion that Addiſon was 
himſelf the author. Pope alſo conſidered Addiſon as 
the writer of Tickell's verſion. Theſe tranflations 
publiſhed at the ſame time were certainly meant as 
rivals to one another. We cannot convey a more ade- 
quate idea of this than in the words of Mr. Pope, in 
a Letter to James Craggs, Eſq. dated 15th July 1715. 
Sir, They tell me the buſy part of the nation are 
*© not more buſy about Whig and Tory than theſe 
„idle fellows of the feather about Mr. Tickell's 
and my tranſlation. I, like the Tories, have the 
« Town in general, that is, the mob, on my ſide; 
< but it is uſual with the ſmaller party to make up in 
<< induſtry what they want in number, and that is the 
*©caſe with the little ſenate of Cato. However, if 
<< our principles be well conſidered I muſt appear a 
* brave Whig and Mr, Tickell a rank Tory. I tran- 
© flated Homer for the publick in general, he to gra- 
*«tify the inordinate deſires of one man only. We 
have it ſeems a great 'Turk in poetry who can ne- 
ver bear a brother on the throne; and has his mutes 
* too, a ſet of meddlers, winkers, and whiſperers, 
„ whoſe buſineſs it is to ſtrangle all other offsprings 
* of wit intheir birth. The new tranſlator of Homer 
“is the humbleſt ſlave he has, that is to ſay, his firſt 
© miniſter: let him receive the honours he gives me, 
<< but receive them with fear and trembling : let him 
© be proud. of the WN of his abſolute lord; L 
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appeal to the people as my rightful judges and ma- 
<« ſters; and if they are not inclined to condemn me 
el fear no arbitrary high-flying proceeding from the 


court faction at Button's. But after all I have ſaid 
of this great man there is no rupture between us; 


*« we are each of us fo civil and obliging that neither 
thinks he is obliged; and I for my part treat with 
him as we do with the Grand Monarch, who has 
too many great qualities not to be reſpected, though 
e know he watches any occaſion to oppreſs us. 

Pope did not long conſider Tickell as the tranſlator 
of the firſt Iliad. He ſuſpeRed that verſion to have 
been Addiſon's; and the reaſons for his ſuſpicion we 


Mall literally tranſcribe from Mr.Spence's Collection. 
There had been a coldneſs between Mr. Addiſon 


and me for ſome time, and we had not been in com- 
s pany together for a good while any where but at 
© Button's Coffehouſe, where | uſed to ſee him almoſt 


© everyday. On his meeting me there one day in par- 


* ticular he took me aſide, and ſaid he ſhould be glad 
to dine with me at ſuch a tavern if I ſtajd till thoſe 
people were gone (Budgell and Philips.) We went 


<** accordingly, and after dinner Mr. Addiſon ſaid 


© that he had wanted for ſome time to talk with me; 
that his friend Tickell had formerly whilſt at Ox- 
ford tranſlated the firſt book of The Ihad ; that he 
« deſigned to print it; and had defired him to look it 
over; that he muſt therefore beg that I would not 
+ defire him to look over my firſt book, becauſe if he 
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1 did it would have the air of double dealing. 1 
* affured him that I did not at all take it ill of Mr. 
© Tickell that he was going to publiſh his tranſlation; 


that he certainly had as much right to tranſlate any 
author as myſelf, and that publiſhing both was en- 
* tering on a fair ſtage. I then added that I would not 
** defire him to look over my firſt book of The lliad, 
* becauſe he had looked over Mr. Tickell's, but could 
«© wiſh to have the benefit of his obſervations on my 
* ſecond, which I had then finiſhed, and which Mr. 
*« Tickell had not touched upon. Accordingly I ſent 
him the ſecond book the next morning, and Mr. 
* Addiſon a few days after returned it with very high 
% commendations.—Soon after it was generally 
* known that Mr. Tickell was publiſhing the firſt 
* book of The lliad I met Dr. Young in the ſtreet, 
and upon our falling into that ſubject the Doctor 
« exprefiedagreat deal of ſurpriſe at Tickell's having 
had ſuch a tranſlation fo long by him. He ſaid that 
“it was inconceivable to him, and that there muſt 
© be ſome miſtake in the matter; that each uſed to 
* communicate to the other whatever verſes they 
*« wrote, even to the leaſt things; that 'Tickell could 
not have been buſied in ſo long a work there with- 
out his knowing ſomething of the matter; and that 
* he had never heard a ſingle word of it till on this 


'* occafion. This ſurpriſe of Dr. Young, together with 


hat Steele has ſaid againſt 'Tickell in relation to 


< this affair, make it highly probable that there was 


as - LIFE OF TICKELL, 


<« ſome underhand dealing in that buſineſs; and indeed 
„Tickell himſelf, who is a very fair worthy man, 
& has ſince in a manner as good as owned it to me. 
« Mr. Pope. When it was introduced into a 


* converſation between Mr. Tickell and Mr. Pope 


by a third perſon, Tickell did not deny it, which, 
e conſidering his honour and zeal for his departed 
friend, was the ſame as owning it. Upon theſe 


ſuſpicions Pope always in his Art of Sinking quotes 


this book as the work of Addiſon. 


In June 1724 Mr. Tickell was appointed Secretary 


to the Lords Juſtices of Ireland, a place of great ho- 
nour, and which he held till his death, which 225 
pened at Bath on the 23d of April 1749. 

Mr. Tickell had a happy talent in verſification, in 
which he much exceeds Addiſon, and is inferiour to 
few of the Engliſh poets, Dryden and Popeexcepted ; 
but as there appears no great invention in his works, 
if he cannot be placed in the firſt rank of poets, yet 
from the beauty of his numbers, and the real poetry 
which enriched his imagination, he has at leaſt an 
unexceptionable claim to the ſecond. To him cannot 
be refuſed a high place among the minor poets; nor 
ſhould it paſs unnoticed that he was a contributor to 
The Spectator. As to his perſonal character, he is 


ſaid to have been a man of gay converſation, at leaſt 


a temperate lover of wine and company, and in his 
domeſtick relations without cenſure. | 
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MISCELLANIES. 


6 - 8 


TO HIS EXCELLENCY THE LORD PRIVY SEAL, 


ON THF PROSPECT OF PEACE, 


6+ 


dacerdos 
„ Fronde ſuper Mitram, & ſelici comptus Oliva. - VIRG. 


— — 


TO THE LORD PRIVY SEAL, | 


Cone kings and fields of death too long 
Have been the ſubject of the Britiſh ſong. 

Who hath not read of fam'd Ramillia's plain, 
Bavaria's fall, and Danube chok'd with flain ? 

Exhauſted themes! a gentler note | raife, Y- 

And ſing returning Peace in ſofter lays. | 

Their fury quell'd, and martial rage allay'd, 

J wait our heroes in the ſylvan ſhade. 

Diſbanding hoſts are imag'd to my mind, 

And warring pow'rsinfriendly leagues combin'd, 10 
While eaſe and pleaſure make rhe nations ſmile, 

And Heav'n and Anna bleſs Britannia's iſle. 

Well ſends our queen her mitred Briſtol forth, 
For early counſels fam'd and long-try'd worth, 
Who thirty rolling years had oft' withheld 15 
The Swede and Saxon from the duſty field, 
Completely form'd to heal the Chriſtian wounds, 
To name the kings, and give each kingdom bounds, 

| | B 
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The face of ravag'd Nature to repair, 
By leagues to ſoften earth, and Heav'n bypray'r, 20 
To gain by love where rage and ſlaughter fail, 
And make the croſier o'er the ſword prevail. 
So when great Moſes with Jehovah's wand 
Had ſcatter'd plagues o'er ſtubborn Pharaoh's land, 


Now ſpread an hoſt of locuſls round the ſhore, 25 


Now turn'd Nile's fatt'ning ſtreams to putrid gore, 
Plenty and gladneſs mark'd the prieſt of God, 
And ſudden almonds ſhot from Azron's rod. 

O Thou! from whom theſe bounteous bleſſings flow, 


To whom as chief the hopes of Peace we owe, 30 


(For next to thee, the man whom kings contend 
To ſtyle companion, and to make their friend, 
Great Strafford! rich in ev'ry courtly grace, 
With joyful pride accepts the ſecond place) 


From Britain's ifle and Ifis' ſacred ſpring AC 


One hour, oh! liſten while the Muſes ſing. 

Tho” miniſters of mighty monarchs wait 

With beating hearts to learn their maſters' fate, 
One hour forbear to ſpeak thy queen's commands, 


Nor think the world thy charge neglected ſtands; 40 


The bliſsful proſpects in my verſe diſplay d 

May lure the ſtubborn, the deceiv'd perſuade; 

Ev'n thou to Peace ſhalt ſpeedier urge the way, 
And more be haſten'd by this ſhort delay, 44 


// 
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| POEM ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE. 


Tan haughty Gaul in ten campaigns o'erthrown 
Now ceas' d to think the weſtern world his own. 
Oft' had he mourn'd his boaſting leaders bound, 
And his proud bulwarks ſmoking on the ground. 
In vain with pow'rs renew'd he fill'd the plain, 5 
Made tim'rous vows and brib'd the ſaints in vain; 
As olt' his legions did the fight decline, 
Lurk'd in the trench, and ſculk'd behind the line. 
Before his eyes the fancy'd jav'lin gleams, 
At feaſts he ſtarts, and ſeems dethron'd in — 10 
On glory paſt reflects with ſecret pain, 
On mines exhauſted and on millions flain. 
To Briton's queen the ſceptred ſuppliant bends, 
To her his crowns and infant race commends, 
Who grieves her fame with Chriſtian blood to buy, 15 1 
Nor aſks for glory at a price ſo high. 
At her decree the war ſuſpended ſtands, EA 
And Britain's heroes hold their lifted hands; 
Their open brows no threat'ning frowns diſguiſe, 
But gentler paſſions ſparkle in their eyes. 20 
Ihe Gauls, who never in their courts could find 
Such temper'd fire with manly beauty join'd, 
Doubt if they 're thoſe whom dreadful to the view 
In forms fo fierce their fearful fancies drew, + 
At whoſe dire names ten thouſand widows preſt 25 
Their helpleſs orphans clinging to the breaſt. 

Bij 
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In ſilent rapture each his foe ſurveys; ; 


They vow firm friendſhip and give mutual praiſe, 15 


Brave minds howe'er at war are ſecret friends; 
Their gen'rous diſcord with the battle ends; 30 
in Peace they wonder whence diſſenſion roſe, 
And aſk how ſouls io like could e'er be foes. 

_ Methinks I hear more friendly ſhouts rebound, 
And ſocial clarions mix their ſprightly ſound; 
The Britiſh flags are furl'd, her troops diſband, 35 
And ſcatter'd armies ſeek their native land. | 
The hardy vet'ran proud of many a ſcar, 

The manly charms and honours of the war, 

Who hop'd to ſhare his friends' illuſtrious doom, 
And in the battle find a ſoldier's tomb, 40 
Leans on his ſpear to take his farewell view, 

And ſighing bids the glorious camp adieu. 

Ye gen'rous Fair! receive the brave with ſmiles; 
O'erpay their ſleepleſs nights and crown their toils: 
Soft beauty is the gallant ſoldier's due; 45 
For you they conquer and they bleed for you. 

In vain proud Gaul with boaſtful Spain conſpires 
When Engliſh valour Engliſh beauty fires. 

The nations dread your eyes, and kings deſpair 

Of chiefs ſo brave till they have nymphs ſo fair. 50 

See the fond wife, in tears of tranſport drown'd, 

Hugs her rough lord, and weeps o'er ev'ry wound, 
Hangs on the lips that fields of blood relate, 

And ſmiles or trembles at his various fate, 


MISCELLANIES, 17 
Near the full bowl he draws the fancy'd line, 55 
And marks feign'd trenches in the flowing wine, ; 
Then ſets th* inveſted fort before her eyes, 
And mines that whirl'd battalions to the ſkies; 
His little liſt' ning progeny turn pale, 
And beg again to hear the dreadful tale. 60 
Such dire achievements ſings the bard that tells 
Of palfrey'd dames, bold knights, and magick ſpells, 
Where whole brigades one champion's arms o'er- 
And cleave a giant at a random blow. throw, 
glay paynims vile that force the fair, and tame 65 
The goblin's fury and the dragon's flame. IH 
Our eager youth to diſtant nations run 
To viſit ſields:their valiant fathers won; 
From Flandria's ſhore their country's fame they trace, 


Tiill far Germania ſhews her blaſted facgſq. 70 


Th' exulting Briton aſks his mournful guide 

Where his hard fate the loſt Bavaria try'd, 

Where Stepney grav'd the ſtone to Anna's fame! 

le points to Blenheim, once a vulgar name. 

Here fled the Houſehold; there did Tallard yield, 75 

Here Marlb'rough turn'd the fortune of the field ; 

On thoſe ſteep banks near Danube's raging flood 

The Gauls thrice ſtarted back and trembling ſtood: 

When Churchill's arm perceiv'd they ſtood not long, 

But plung'd amidſt the waves a deſp'rate throng! 80 

Crowds whelm'd on crowds daſh'd wide the wat'ry 

And drove the current to its diſtant head. [bed, 
B 1 
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As when by Raphael's or by Kneller's hands 
A warlike courſer on the canvaſs ſtands, - 


Such as on Landen bleeding Ormond bore, 88 


Or ſet young Ammon on the Granick ſhore, 

If chance a gen'rous ſteed the work behold, 
He ſnorts, he neighs, he champs the foamy gold; 
So Hockſtet ſeen tumult'ous paſſions roll, 

And hints of glory fire the Briton's ſoul, _ 90 
In fancy'd fights he ſees the troops engage, 

And all the tempeſt of the battle rage. 

Charm me, ye Pow'rs! with ſcenes leſs nobly bright; 
Far humbler thoughts th' inglorious Muſe delight, 
Content to ſee the honours of the field 95 
By ploughſhares levell'd or in flow'rs conceal d. 
O' er ſnatter d walls may creeping ivy twine, 

And graſs luxuriant clothe the harmleſs mine; 

Tame flocks aſcend the breach without a wound, 

Or crop the baſtion, now a fruitful ground, 100 
While ſhepherds fleep along the rampart laid, 

Or pipe beneath the formidable ſhade. - 

Who was the man, oblivion blaſt his name, 
Torn out and blotted ſrom the liſt of Fame 

Who fond of lawleſs rule and proudly brave 105 
Firſt ſunk the filial ſubje to a ſlave, 


His neighbours' realms by frauds unkingly gain d, 


In guiltleſs blood the ſacred ermine ſtain'd, 
Laid ſchemes for death, to laughter turn'd his heart, 


And fitted murder to the rules of art? 110 
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Ah! curſt Ambition! to thy lures we owe 


All the great ills that mortals bear below; 


Curſt by the hind when to the ſpoil he yields 


His year's whole ſweat and vainly ripen'd fields; 


Curſt by the maid torn from her lover's ſide 115 


When left a widow tho' not yet a bride; 
By mothers curſt when floods of tears they ſhed, 
And ſcatter uſeleſs roſes on the dead! 


Oh, ſacred Briſtol! then what dangers prove 

The arts thou ſmil'ſt on with paternal love! 120 
Then mix'd with rubbiſh by the brutal foes 

In vain the marble breathes the canvaſs glows; 

To ſhades obſcure the glitt'ring ſword purſues 
The gentle poet and defenceleſs Muſe: 


A voice like thine alone might then aſſuage 125 


The warriour's fury and control his tage; 


Jo hear thee ſpeak might the fierce Vandal ſtand, 


And fling the brandiſh'd fabre from his hand. 
Far hence be driv'n ro Scythia's ſtormy ſhore 


The drum's harſh muſick and the cannon's roar. 1 30 


Let grim Bellona haunt the lawleſs plain 
Where Tartar clans and griſly Coſſacks reign; 
Let the ſteel'd Turk be deaf to matrons' cries, 
See virgins raviſh'd with relentleſs eyes, 


To death grey heads and ſmiling infants doom, 135 


Nor ſpare the promiſe of the pregnant womb, 
O'er waſted kingdoms ſpread his wide command, 


The ſavage lord of an unpeopled land! 
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Her guiltleſs glory juſt Britannia draws 
From pure religion and impartial laws; 140 


To Europe's wounds a mother's aid ſhe brings, 


And holds in equal ſcales the rival kings: 
Her gen'rous ſons in choiceſt gifts abound, 
Alike in arms alike in arts renown'd. 


As when ſweet Venus (fo the fable ſings) 14 


Awak'd by Nereids from the ocean ſprings, 
With ſmiles ſhe ſees the threat' ning billows riſe, 


Spreads ſmooth the ſurge and clears the lowring ſkies, 


Light o'er the deep, withffutt' ring Cupids crown'd, 
The pearly conch and filver turtles bound, 150 
Her treſſes ſhed ambrofial odours round. 

Amidſt the world of waves fo ſtands ſerene 
Britannia's iſle, the Ocean's ſtately queen! 
In vain the nations have conſpir'd her fall, 
Her trench the ſea, and fleets her floating wall: r55 
Defenceleſs barks, her pow'rful navy near, 
Have only waves and hurricanes to fear. 
What bold invader or what land oppreſt 
Hath not her anger quell'd, her aid redreſt ! 
Say where have e'er her Union Croſſes faild 160 
But much her arms her juſtice more prevail'd! 
Her labours are to plead th' Almighty's cauſe, 


Her pride to teach th' untam'd Barbarian laws. 


Who conquers wins by brutal ſtrength the prize, 
But it is a godlike work to civilizae. 1565 
Have we forgot how from great Ruſſia's throne 

The king whoſe pow'r half Europe's regions own, 
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Whoſe ſceptre waving with one ſhont ruſh forth 
In ſwarms the harneſs'd millions of the north, 
'Thro' realms of ice purſu'd his tedious way 170 
To court our friendſhip and our fame ſurvey! 
Hence the rich prize of uſeful arts he bore, 
And round his empire ſpread the learned ſtore : 
(T' adorn old realms is more than new to raiſe; 
His country's parent is a monarch's praiſe.) 175 
His hands now march in juſt array to war, 
And Caſpian gulfs unuſual navies bear; 
With Runick lays Smolenſko's foreſts ring, 
And wond' ring Volga hears the Muſes ſing. 
Did not the painted kings of India greet 180 
Our Queen, and lay their ſceptres at her feet ? 
Chiefs who full bowls of hoſtile blood had quaſft, 
Fam'd for the jav'lin and envenom'd ſhaft, 
Whoſe haughty brows made ſavages adore, | 
Nor-how'd to leſs than ſtars or ſun before. 185 
Her pitying ſmile accepts their ſuppliant claim, 
And adds four monarchs to the Chriſtian name. 
Bleſt uſe of pow'r! O virtuous pride in kings! 
Aud like his bounty whence dominion ſprings! 189 
Which, o'er new worlds makes Heav'n's indulgence 
And ranges myriads under laws divine! ſſhine, 
Well bought with all that thoſe ſweet regions hold, 
With groves of ſpices and with mines of gold. 
Fearleſs our merchant now purſues his gain, 
And roams ſecurely o'er the boundleſs main. 195 
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Now o'er his head the polar Bear he ſpies, 
And freezing ſpangles of the Lapland ſkies; 
Now ſwells his canvaſs to the ſultry line, 
With glitt'ring ſpoils where Indian grottoes ſhine, 
Where fumes of incenſe glad the ſouthern ſeas, 206 
And wafted citron ſcents the balmy breeze. 
Here nearer ſuns prepare the rip'ning gem 
To grace great Anne's imperial diadem ; 
And here the ore whoſe melted mafs ſhall yield 
On faithful coins each memorable field, 205 
Which mix'd with medals of immortal Rome 
May clear diſputes and teach the times to come. 

In circling beams ſhall godlike Anna glow, 
And Churchill's ſword hang o'er the proftrate foe; 
In comely wounds ſhall bleeding worthies ſtand, 219 
Webb's firm platoon and Lumley's faithful band; 


Bold Mordaunt in Iberian trophies dreſt, 


And Campbell's Dragon on his dauntleſs breaſt ; 
Great Ormond's deeds on Vigo's ſpoils enroll'd, 


And Guiſcard's knife on Harley's Chili gold: 215 
And if the Muſe, O Briſtol! might decree, : | 


Here Granville noted by the lyre ſhould be, 
The lyre for Granville and the croſs for thee. 
Such are the honours gratefal Britain pays, 


So patriots merit, and ſo monarchs praiſe: 220 


O'er diſtant times ſuch records ſhall prevail 
When Engliſh numbers antiquated fail : 


A trifling ſong the Muſe can only yield, 


And ſooth her ſoldiers panting from the field; 
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To ſweet retirements ſee them ſafe convey'd, 225 
And raiſe their battles in the rural ſhade, 

From fields of death to Woodſtock's peaceful cleans, 
(The poer's haunt) Britannia's hero comes 
Begin, my Muſe! and ſoftly touch the ftringg _ 
Here Henry lov'd and Chaucer learnt to ſing. 230 

Fail, fabled Grotto! hail, Elyſian Soil! 
Thou faireſt ſpot of fair Britannia's iſle! 
Where kings of old coriceal'd forgot the throne, 
And beauty was content to ſhine unknown, 

Where Love and War by turns pavilions rear, 235 
And Henry's bow'rs near Blenheim's dome appear, 
The weary'd champion lull in ſoft alcoves, 

The nobleſt boaſt of thy romantick groves, 

Oft' if the Muſe preſage ſhall he be ſeen 

By Roſamonda fleeting o'er the green, 2340 
In dreams be hail'd by heroes' mighty ſhades, 

And hear old Chaucer warble thro' the glades; 

O'er the fam'd echoing vaults his name ſhall bound, 
And hill to hill reflect the fav'rite ſound. 

Here, here at leaſt thy love for arms give o'er, 245 
Nor one world conquer'd fondly wiſh for more; 
Vice of great ſouls alone! O thirſt of fame 
The Muſe admires it while ſhe ſtrives to blame. 
Thy toils be now to chaſe the bounding deer, 

Or view the courſers ſtretch in wild career. 250 
This lovely ſcene ſhall ſooth thy ſoul to refs, 
And wear cach dreadful image from thy breaſt; 
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With pleaſure by thy conqueſts ſhalt thou ſee 
Thy queen triumphant and all Europe free: 


No cares henceforth ſhall thy repoſe deſtroy, 255 


But what thou giv'ſt the world thyſelf enjoy. 
Sweet Solitude ! when life's gay hours are paſt 
Howe'er we range in thee we fix at laſt: 
Toft thro' tempeſt'ous ſeas (the voyage o'er). 
Pale we look back and bleſs thy friendly ſhore ; 260 
Our own ſtrict judges our paſt life we ſcan, 
And aſk if glory hath enlarg'd the ſpan ? 
If bright the proſpe& we the grave defy, 
Truſt future ages, and contented die. 
When ſtrangers from far diſtant climes ſhall come 


To view the pomp of this triumphant dome, 266 


Where rear'd aloft difſembled trophies ſtand, 

And breathing labours of the ſculptor's hand, 
Where Kneller's art ſhall paint the flying Gaul, 
And Bourbon's woes ſhall fill the ſtory'd wall, 270 
Heirs of thy blood ſhall o'er their bountcous board 
Fix Europe's guard, thy monumental ſword, | 
Banners that oft' have wav'd on conquer'd walls, 
And trumps that drown'd the groans of gaſping 
Fair dames ſhall oft' with curious eye explore [ Gauls; 
The coſtly robes that ſlaughter'd gen'rals wore, 276 


Rich trappingsfrom theDanube'swhirlpoolsbrought, ; 


(Heſperian nuns the gorgeous broid'ry wrought ) 
Eelts {tiff with gold, the Boian horſeman's pride, 
And Gaul's fair flow'rs in human crimſon dy'd. 289 
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7 MISCELLANIES, 25 
Of Churchill's race perhaps ſome lovely boy 
Shall mark the burniſh'd ſteel that hangs on high, 
Shall gaze tranſported on its glitt'ring charms, 
And reach it ſtruggling with unequal arms, 
By ſigns the drum's tumult*ous ſound requeſt, 285 
Then ſeek in ſtarts the huſhing mother's breaſt. | 

So in the painter's animated frame, 
Where Mars embraces the ſoft Paphian dame, 
The little Loves in ſport his falchion wield, 
Or join their ſtrength to heave his pond'rous ſhield; 
One ſtfokes the plume in Tityon's gore imbru'd, 29t 
And one the ſpear that reeks with Typhon's blood, 
Another's infant brows the helm ſuſtain, | 
Hie nods his creſt, and frights the ſhricking train. 
Thus the rude tempeſt of the field o'erblown 295 
Shall whiter rounds of ſmiling years roll on, 
Our victors bleſt in peace forget their wars, 
Enjoy paſt dangers and abſolve the ſtars. 
But, oh! what ſorrows ſhall bedew your urns, 
Yehonour'd Shades! whom widow'd Albion mourns? 
If your thin forms yet diſcontented moan, 301 
And haunt the mangled manſions once your own, 
Behold what flow'rs the pious Muſes ſtrow, 
And tears which in the midſt of triumph flow; 
Cypreſsand bays your envy'd browsſurround, 305 
Yournames the tender matron's heart ſhallwcund, [ 
And the ſoft maid grow penſi ve at the found! 
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Accept, great Anne! the tears their mem'ry draws 
Who nobly periſh'd in their eien cauſe; 
For thou in pity bidſt the war give o'er, 310 
Mournſt thy ſlain heroes, nor wilt venture more. 
Vaſt price of blood on each victorious day! 
(But Europe's freedom doth that price repay.) 


Lamented triumphs! when one breath muſt tell 


That Marlb'rough conquer'd and that Dormer fell. 
Great Queen! whoſe name ſtrikes haughty mo- 


narchs pale, | 36 


On whoſe juſt ſceptre hangs Europas ſcale, 

Whoſe arm like Mercy wounds, decides like Fate, 
On whoſe decree the nations anxious wait; 

From Albion's cliffs thy wide extended hand 320 
Shall o'er the main to far Peru command; 

So vaſt a track whoſe wide domain ſhall run 

Its circling ſkies ſhall ſee no ſetting ſun! 

Thee, thee an hundred languages ſhall claim, 


And ſavage Indians ſwear by Anna's name; 327 


The line and poles ſhall own thy rightful ſway, 
And thy conimands the ſever'd globe obey. 
Ronnd the vaſt ball thy new dominions chain 


The wat'ry kingdems and control the main; 


Magellan's ſtraits to Gibraltar they join, 330 
Acrols the ſeas a formidable line. I 
The fight of adverſe Gaul we fear no more, 


But pleas'd ſee Dunkirk now a guiltleſe ſhore, 
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In vain great Neptune tore the narrow ground, 
And meant his waters for Britannia's bound; 335 
Her giant Genius takes a mighty ſtride, 
And ſets his foot beyond th' encroaching tide; 
On either bank the land its maſter knows, 
And in the midſt the ſubje& ocean flows, 

So near proud Rhodes acroſs the raging flood, 340 
| Stupendous form ! the vaſt Coloſſus ſtood, 
(While at one foot their thronging gallies ride) 
A whole hour's ſail ſcarce reach'd the further ſide, 
Betwixt his brazen thighs in looſe array | 
Ten thouſand ſtreamers on the billows play. 345 

Buy Harley's counſels Dunkirk now reſtor d 

To Britain's empire owns her ancient lord: 
In him transfus'd his godlike father reigns, 
Rich in the blood which ſwell'd that patriot's veins, 
Who boldly faithful met his ſov'reign's frown, 350 
And ſcorn'd for gold to yield th' important town. 
His ſon was born the raviſh'd prey to claim, 
And France ſtill trembles at an Harley's name. 

A fort ſo dreadful to our Engliſh ſhore 
Our fleets ſcarce fear'd the ſands or tempeſts more, 355 
Whoſe vaſt expenſes to ſuch ſums amount, 
That the tax'd Gaul ſcarce furniſh'd out th' account, 
Whoſe walls ſuch bulwarks ſuch vaſt tow'rsreſtrain, 
Its weakeſt, ramparts are the rocks and main. 
His boaſt great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 4360 
Thy TI Anna! with the mighty prize. 
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Holland repining, and in grief caſt down, 

Sees the new glories of the Britiſh crown. 

Ah! may they ne'er provoke thee to the fight, 

Nor foes more dreadful than the Gaul invite; 365 
Soon may they hold the olive, ſoon aſſuage 

Their ſecret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage 


To rend their banks, and pour at one command 


'Thy realm the ſea o'er their precarious land. 
Henceforth be thine, Vicegerent of the ſkies! 370 

Scorn'd worth to raiſe, and Vice in robes chaſtiſe, 

To dry the orphan's tears, and from the bar 

Chaſe the brib'd judge, and huſh the wordy war; 

Deny the curſt blaſphemer's tongue to rage, 

And turn God's fury from an impious age. 375 

Bleſt change! the ſoldier's late deſtroying hand 

Shall rear new temples in his native land; 


Miſtaken zealots ſhall with fear behold, 


And beg admittance in our ſacred fold; 
On her own works the pious queen ſhall ſmile, 380 
And turn her cares upon her fav'rite iſle. 

So the keen bolt a warriour angel aims, 
Array'd in clouds and wrapt in mantling flames; 
He bears a tempeſt on his ſounding wings, 


And his red arm the forky vengeance flings: 385 
At length Heav'n's wrath appeas'd he quitsthe war 
To roll his orb and guide his deſtin'd ſtar, 


To ſhed kind fate and lucky hours beſtow, 
And ſmile propitious on the world below. 
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Around thy throne ſhall faithful nobles wait, 390 
Theſe guard the church and thoſe direct the ſtate. 
To Briſtol, graceful in maternal tears, 

The Church her tow'ry forehead gently rears; 
She begs her pious ſon t' aſſert her cauſe, 
Defend her rights, and reinforce her laws; 395 
With holy zeal the ſacred work begin 

To bend the ſtubborn-and the meek to win. . 
Dur Oxford's Earl in careful thought ſhall Rand: 
To raiſe his queen and fave a finking land. 399 
The wealthieſt glebe to rav' nous Spaniards known 
He marks, and makes the golden world our on, 
Content with hands unſoil'd to guard the prize, 
And keep the ſtore with undeſiring eyes. 

So round the tree that bore Heſperian gold 

The ſacred watch lay curl'd in many a fold; 405 
His eyes uprearing to th' untaſted prey 
The ſleepleſs guardian waſted life away. 

Beneath the peaceful olives rais'd by you 
Her ancient pride ſhall ev'ry art renew, 


(The arts with you fam'd Harcourt ſhall defend, 410 


And courtly Bolingbroke, the Muſe's friend.) 

With piercing eye ſome ſearch where Nature plays, 

And trace the wanton thro' her darkſome maze, 
Whence health from herbs, from ſeeds how groves 

How vital ſtreams in circling eddies run; begun, 

Some teach why round the {un the { wheres advance 

In the {ix'd meaſures of their myſtick dance; 417 
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How tides when heav'd by preſſing moons o o'erflow, 
And ſunborn Iris paints her ſhow'ry bow. 


In happy chains our daring language bound 5 
Shall port no more in arbitrary ſound, 


But buſkin'd bards henceforth ſhall wiſely rage, 
And Grecian plans reform Britann;a's ſtage. 

Till Congreve bids her ſmile Auguſta ſtands, 

And longs to weep when flowing Rowe commands, 


_ Britain's Spectators ſhall their ſtrength combine 426 


To mendour morals and our taſte refine, 

Fight virtue's cauſe, ſtand up in wit's defence, 

Win us from vice, and laugh us into ſenſe. | 
Nor, Prior! haſt thou hufn'd the trump in vain; 439 
Thy lyre ſhall now revive her mirthful ſtrain; 

New tales ſhall now be told: if right I ſee 

Ihe ſoul of Chaucer is reſtor'd in thee. 

Garth in majeſtick numbers to the ſtars 

Shall raiſe mock heroes and fantaſtick wars. 43$ 
Like the young ſpreading laurel, Pope! thy name 
Shoots up with ſtrength and riſes into fame. 

Wich Philips ſhall the peaceful vallies ring, 

And Britain hear a ſecond Spenſer ling. 

That much loy'd youth whom Utrecht's walls confine 
To Eriſtol's praiſes ſhall his Strafford's join: 441 
He too {rom whom attentive Oxford draws | 
Rules for juſt thinking and poetick laws, 


Jo growing bards his learned aid ſhall lend, 
Ihe Aricteſt critick and the kindeſt friend, 445 
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 £v*n mine, a baſhful Muſe, whoſe rude eſſays 

Scarce hope for pardon, not aſpire to praiſe, 

Cheriſh'd by you in time may grow to fame, 

And mine furvive with Briſtol's glorious name. 
Fir'd with the views this glitt'ring ſcene diſplays, 

And ſmit with paſſion for my country's praiſe, 451 

My artleſs reed attempts this loſty theme 
Where ſacred Iſis rolls her ancient ſtream; 

In cloiſter*d domes the great Philippa's pride, [ſide, 

Where learning blooms while fame and worth pre- 

Where the fifth Henry arts and arms wastaught, 456 

And Edward form'd his Creſſy yet unfought, | 

Where laurell'd bards have ſtruck thewarblingſtrings, 

The ſeat of ſages and the nurſe of kings. | 

Here thy commands, O Lancaſter! inflame; 460 

My eager breaſt to raiſe the Britiſh name, | 

Urge on my ſoul with no ignoble pride 

To woo the Muſe whom Addiſon enjoy'd, 

Sce that bold ſwan to heav'n ſublimely ſoar, 

Purſue at diſtance, and his ſteps adore. 465 
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THE ROYAL PROGRESS. 


Wu.zx Brunſwick firſt appear'd each honeſt heart 
Intent on verſe diſdain'd the rules of art; 
For him the ſongſters in unmeaſar'd odes 


Debas'd Alcides and dethron'd the gods, 
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In golden chains the kings of India led, 25 

Or rent the turban from the Sultan's head. 

One in old fables and the Pagan ſtrain 

With nymphs and Tritons wafts him o'er the main; 

Another draws fierce Lucifer in arms, 

And fills th* infernal region with alarms; BEDS 0 

A third awakes ſome Druid to foretel 

Each future triumph from his dreary cell. 

Exploded fancies! that in vain deceive, 

While the Mind nauſeates what ſhe cann't believe. 

My Muſe th* expected hero ſhall purſue 15 

From clime to clime, and keep him {till in view; 

His ſhining march deſcribe in faithful lays, 

Content to paint him, nor preſume to praiſe: 

Their charms, if charms they have, the truth ſupplies, 

And from the theme unlabour'd beauties riſe. 20 
By longing nations for the throne deſign'd, 

And call'd to guard the rights of humankind, 

With ſecret grief his godlike ſoul repines, 

And Britain's crown with joyleſs luſtre ſhines, 


While pray'rs and tears his deſtin'd progreſs tay, 25 


And crowds of niourners choke their ſov'reign's way. 
Not ſo he march'd when hoſtile ſquadrons ſtood 

In ſcenes of death and fir'd his gen'rous blood; 
When his hot courſer paw'd th' Hungarian plain, 


And adverſe legions ſtood the ſhock in vain, 30 


His frontiers paſt the Belgian bounds he views, 
And croſs the level fields his march purſues; 
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MISCELLANIES, 33 


Here pleas'd the land of Freedom to ſurvey, 
He greatly ſcorns the thirſt of boundleſs ſway: 
O'er the thin ſoil with ſilent joy he ſpies 35 
Tranſplanted woods and borrow'd verdure riſe, 
Where ev'ry meadow won with toil and blood 
From haughty tyrants and the raging flood, 
With fruit and flow'rs the careful hind ſupplies, 
And clothes the marſhes in a rich diſguiſe; 40 
Such wealth for frugal hands doth Heav'n decree, 
And ſuch thy gifts, celeſtial Liberty! | 

Thro' ſtately towns and many a fertile plain 
The pomp advances to the neighb'ring main, 
Whole nations crowd around with joyful cries, 45 
And view the hero with inſatiate eyes. 107 

In Haga's tow'rs he waits till eaſtern gales 
Propitious riſe to ſwell the Britiſh ſails; 
Hithet the fame of England's monarch brings 
The vows and friendſhips of the neighb'ring kings. 
Mature in wiſdom, his extenſive mind 7.4L 
Takes in the blended int'reſts of mankind. 
The world's great patriot! calm thy anxious breaſt ;. 
Secure 1n him, O Europe! take thy reſt : 
Henceforth thy kingdoms ſhall remain confin'd $55 
Byrocksorſtreams, the moundswhich Heav*ndefign'd; 
The Alps their new made monarch ſhall reſtrain, 
Nor ſhall thy hills, Pirene! riſe in vain. 
But ſee! to Briton's iſle the ſquadrons ſtand, 

And leave the ſinking tow'rs and leſſ' ning land; 60 
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The royal bark bounds o'er the floating plain, 
Breaks thro! the billows and divides the main. 
O'er the vaſt deep, great Monarch! dart thine eyes, 
A wat' ry proſpect bounded by the ſkies; 
Ten thouſand veſſels from ten thouſand ſhores 65 
Fring gums and gold, and either India's ſtores; 
Behold the tributes haſt*ning to thy throne, 
And ſee the wide horizon all thy own! 
Still is it thine. Tho' now the cheerful crew 
Hail Albion's cliffs juſt whitening to the view, 70 
Before the wind with ſwelling fails they ride 
Till Thames receives them in his op'ning tide. 
The monarch hears the thund'ring peals around 
From trembling woods and echoing hills rebound, : 
Nor miſſes yet amid the deaf ning train 75 
The roarings of the hoarſe reſounding main. 
As in the flood he ſails from either ſide 
He views his kingdom in its rural pride; 
A various ſcene the wide ſpread landſcape yields 
O'er rich encloſures and luxuriant fields; 80 
A lowing herd each fertile paſture fille, 
And diſtant flocks ſtray o'er a thouſand hills: 
Fair Greenwich hid in woods with new delight 
Shade above ſhade now riſes to the ſight, | 
His woods ordain'd to viſit ev'ry ſhore, 1 
And guard the iſland which they grac'd before. | 
The ſun now rolling down the weſtern way 
A blaze of fires renews the fading day ; £94 


75 


80 


85 
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* Unnumber'd barks the regal barge infold, 


Bright'ning the twilight with its beamy gold; 90 
Leſs thick the finny ſhoals, a countleſs fry ! 

Before the whale or kingly dolphin fly. 

In one vaſt ſhout he ſeeks the crowded ſtrand, 

And in a peal of thunder gains the land. 

Welcome, great Stranger! to our longing eyes; 95 
Oh king deſir'd ! adopted Albion cries, | 
For thee the Eaſt breath'd out a proſp'rous breeze, 
Bright were the ſuns and gently ſwell'd the ſeas; 
Thy preſence did each doubtſul heart compoſe, 

And factions wonder'd that they once were foes; 1c 
That joyful day they loſt each hoſtile name, 


Ihe ſame their aſpect and their voice the ſame. 


So two fair twins, whoſe features were deſign'd 
At one ſoft moment in the mother's mind, 
Show each the other with reflected grace, 105 
And the ſame beauties bloom in either face, 
The puzzled ſtrangers which is which inquire, 
Deluſion grateful to the ſmiling ſire. oy 

Trom that fair hill * where hoary ſages boaſt 
To name the ſtars and count the heav'nly hoſt, 110 
By the next dawn doth great Auguſta riſe, 
Proud Town! the nobleſt ſcene beneath the ſkies! 
O'er Thames her thouſand ſpires their luſtre ſhed, 
And a vaſt navy hides his ample bed, | 
A floating foreſt ! from the diſtant ſtrand 115 


A line of golden cars ſtrikes o'er the land; 


* Mr, Flamſtead's houſe. 
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Britannia's peers in pomp and rich array 

Before their king triumphant lead the way: 

Far as the eye can reach the gaudy train 

A. bright proceſſion ſhines along the plain. 120 
So haply thro' the heav'n's wide pathleſs ways 

A comet draws a long extended blaze, 

From eaſt to weſt burns thro” th' ethereal frame, 

And halfheav'n's convex glitters with the flame. 
Now to the regal tow'rs ſecurely brought 125 

He plans Britannia's glories in his thought, 

Reſumes the delegated pow'r he gave, 

Rewards the faithful and reſtores the brave. 


Whom ſhall the Muſe from out the ſhining throng 
Select to heighten and adorn her ſong? 130 
Thee, Halifax! to thy capacious mind, 5 
O Man approv'd ! is Britain's wealth conſign'd: 


Her coin while Naſſau fought debas'd and rude, 

By thee in beauty and in truth rene w'd, 

An arduous work! again thy charge we ſee, 135 
And thy own care once more returns to thee, 

O! form'd in ev'ry ſcene to awe and pleaſe, 

Mix wit with pomp and dignity with eaſe, 


Tho' call'd to ſhine aloſt, thou wilt not ſcorn 


To ſmile on arts thyſelf did once adorn: _ 140 
For this thy name ſucceeding times ſhall praiſe, 
And envy leſs thy garter than thy bays. 
The Muſe; if fir'd with thy enliv'ning beams, 
Perhaps ſhall aim at more exalted themes, 
1 | | 
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| Record our monarch in a nobler ſtrain, 145 
And ſing the op'ning wonders of his reign; | | 
Bright Carolina's heav'nly beauties trace, 

Her valiant conſort and his blooming race. 

A train of kings their fruitful love ſupplies, 


A glorious ſcene to Albion's raviſh'd eyes, 150 


Who ſees by Brunſwiek's hand her ſceptre ſway'd, © 
And thro' his line from age to age convey d. 152 
THOUGHTS OCCASIONED BY THE SIGHT or AN | 
ORIGINAL PICTURE OF + 
KING CHARLESE 
Taken at the time of his Trial milo 
INSCRIBED tO GEORGE CLARKE, E80. 


22 Animum pictura paſcit inani 


„ Multa gemens, largoque kumectat flumine vultum.“ _ VIRG. | 


Con this be he! could Charles, the good, the great, 
Be ſunk by Heav'n to ſuch a diſmal ſtate! 
How meagre, pale, neglected, worn with care! 


What ſteady ſadneſs and auguſt deſpair ! 


In thoſe ſunk eyes the grief of years I trace, 5 


And forrow ſeems acquainted with that face. 

Tears which his heart diſdain'd from me o'erflow 

Thus to ſurvey God's ſubſtitute below - 

In ſolemn anguiſh and majeſtick wo! 
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When ſpoll'd of empire by unhajlow'd hands, 18 
Sold by his ſlaves, and held in impious bands 


Rent from what oft had ſweeten'd anxious liſe, 
His helpleſs children and his boſom wife, 
Doom'd for the faith plèbeian rage to ſtand} 
And fall a victim for the guilty land, 15 


'Fhenh'thus was ſeen, abandon/d and forlorn, 
The King, the Father, and the Saint, to mourn 
Flow conldft thou, Artiſt! then thy {kill diſplay ? 


Thy Rcddy hands thy favage heart betray ; 
Near thy bold work the ſtunn' d ſpectators faint, 20 
Nor ſee unn d what thou unmoy'd couldſt paint; 
What brings to mind each various fcene of wo, © 
Th' infulting judge; the folemn mocking ſhow, 
Ihe horrjd ſentence, and accurſed blow! 


Where then, juſt Heav'n! was thy unactive hand, 
Thy idle thunder and thy ling'ring brand! 26 


Thy adamantine ſhield, thy angel wings, 
And the great Genii of anointed kings! 
Treaſon and Fraud ſhall thus the ſtars regard, | 


And injur'd Virtue meet this fad reward? | 30 


So fad none like can Time's old records tell, 
Tho' Pompey bled and poor Darius fell. 
All names but one too low—that one too high: 
All parallels are wrongs or blaſphemy. 
O Pr ſapreme! how ſecret are thy ways! 
Yet man, vain man! would trace the myſtick maze, 
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With fooliſh wiſdom arguing charge his Gd. 


Ilis balance hold, and guide his angry rod. 


Ney mould the ſpheres, and mend the SK yꝰd deſign, 
And ſound th immenſe with his ſhort ſcanty r. m_ 
Do thou, my Soul! the deſtin'd period Wait 

When God ſhall folve the dark decrees of * Dard 
His now unequal diſpenſations clear, 

And make all wils and beautiful appear, 

When ſuff ring ſaints aloft in beams ſhall glow, 45 


And proſp'rous traitors giaſi their teeth below. 


Such boding thoughts did guilty conſcience dart, 


—— — — 


A pledge of hell to dying Cromwell's heart: 
Then this pale Image ſeem d t' invade his room, 


Gaz d him to ſtone and warn d him to the tomb, 59 


While thunders roll and nimble lightnings a 
And the ſtorm wings his fpotted ſoul away. 

Ablaſt more bounteousne'erdid Heav'n emi 
To ſcatter bleſſings oer the Britifh land 
Not that more kind which daſh'd the pride of Spain, 
And whirl'd her cruſt'd Armada round the main; 56 
Not thoſe more kind which guide our floating en 
Waft gums and goid, and made far India ours; 
That only kinder which to Britain's fore 
Did mitres, crowns, and Stuart's race ee 60 
Renew'd the church, revers'd the kingdom's doom; 
And brought with Charles an Anna yet to come. 

O Clarke! to whom a Stuart truſts her reign |: ' 
O'cr Albion's fleets; and delegates the main, 
| D ij 
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HO | M1SCELLANIES., 

Dear as the faith thy loyal heart hath ſworn 65 
Tranſmit this piece to ages yet unborn:  _ 
This ſight ſhall damp the raging ruffian's breaſt, 
The poiſon ſpill, and half drawn ſword arreſt, 

To ſoft compaſſion ſtubborn traitors bend, 


And one deſtroy'd a thouſand kings defend. 70 


A FRACMENT 


OF A POEM ON HUNTING. 


Dona cano divum, lætas venantibus artes, | 1 
„ Auſpicio, Diana, tyy——— _  GRATIUS. 


Homans and hounds, their care, their ona race; 


The num'rons beaſts that range the rural chaſe, 
The huntſman's choſen ſcenes, his friendly ſtars, 


The laws and glory of the ſylvan wars, y 
I frſt in Britiſh verſe preſume to raiſe, 5 


A vent'rous rival of the Roman praiſe, 


Let me, chaſte queen of Woods! thy aid obtain, 


Bring here thy lightfoot nymphs and ſprightly train. 
If oft” o'er lawns thy care prevents the da 


To rouſe the ſoe and preſs the bounding prey, 10 
Woo thine own Phe&bus in the taſk to join, 

And grant me genius for the bold deſign. 

In this ſoft ſhade O ſooth the warriour's fire, 

And fit his bowſtring to the trembling lyre, 


MTSCELLANIZ®S. +224 of 


And teach while thus their arts and arms we ſing 15 

The groves to echo and the vales to ring! 

„ „ „ Mr „ #95 #1 2th} {+ 75 
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Thy © care be firſt the various gifts to trace, 


The minds and genius, of the latrant races. 
In pow'rs diſtinct the difffrent-clans excel, 
In ſight, or ſwiftneſs, or ſagacious ſmell. 20 


By wiles ungen' rous ſome ſurpriſe the prey, 

And ſome by courage win the doubtful day. 

Seeſt thou the gazehound how with glance ſevere 
From the cloſe herd he marks the deſtin'd deer; 
How ev'ry nerve the greyhound's ſtretch dif] n 25 

The hare preventing in her airy mazae 

The luckleſs prey how treach'rous tumblers an 

And dauntleſs wolfdogs ſhake the lion's mane: 

Oer all the bloodhound boaſts ſuperiour {kil}--: - 

To ſcent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill, 30 

His fellows' vain alarms rejects with ſcorn, 

True to the maſter's voice and learned horn: 

His noſtrils oft', if ancient fame ſing true, 

Trace the ſly felon thro? the tainted dew; 


Once ſnuff d he follows with unalter*d aim, 35 


Nor odours lure him from the choſen game; 
Deepmouth'd he thunders, and inflam'd he views, 
Springs on relentleſs, and to death purſues. 
Some hounds of manners vile, (nor leſs we find 
Of fops in hounds than in the reas' ning kind) ' 40 
| D iiz 


% 


% _- = on FR ; 


—— 
PAS — 


12 | MISCELLANIES. 


Puff d with conceit run gadding o'er the plain, 
And from the ſcent divert the wiſer train, 

For the foe's footſteps fondly ſnuff their own, 
And mar the muſick with their ſenſeleſs tone, 
Start at the ſtarting prey or ruſtling wind, 45 


And hot at firſt inglorious lag behind; 


A ſaunt'ring tribe! may ſuch my foes diſgrace! | 

Give me, ye Gods! to breed the nobler race; 

Nor grieve thou to attend while truths unknown 

I ſing, and make Athenian arts our own. 50 
Doſt thou in hounds aſpire to deathleſs fame? 

Learn well their lineage and their ancient ſtem. 

Each tribe with joy old ruſtick heralds trace, 

And ſing the choſen worthies of their race; 


Ho his ſire's features in the ſon were ſpy d 55 


When Di was made the vig'rous Ringwood's bride. 
Leſs ſure thick lips the fate of Auſtria doom, 
Or eagle noſes rul'd almighty Rome. 5 

Good ſhape to various kinds old bards conſine; | 


Some praiſe the Greek and ſome the Roman line: 66 
And dogs to beauty make as diff ring claims 


As Albion's nymphs and India's jetty dames. 
immenſe to name their lands, to mark their bounds, 
And paint the thouſand families of hounds! | 
Firſt count the ſands, thedrops where oceans flow, 
Or Gauls by Marlb'rough ſent to ſhades below. 66 


The taſk be mine to teach Britannia's ſwains, 
My much lov'd country and my nativeplains. 
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MISCELLANIES, 43 


Such be the dog I charge thou meanſt to _ 
Vis back is crooked and his belly plain, 70 
Of fillet ſtretch'd, and huge of haunch behind, 
A tap'ring tail that nimbly cuts the wind, 
Truſs thigh'd, ſtraight hamm'd, and foxlike form'd hs 
Large legg d, dry ſol'd, and of protended claw ; [paw, 
His flat wide noſtrils ſnuff the ſav'ry ſteam, 75 
And from his eyes he ſhoots pernictous gleam; | 
Middling his head, and prone to earth his view, 
With ears and cheſt that dafh the morning dew : 
He beſt to ſtem the flood, to leap the bound, 
And charm the Dryads with his voice profound, 80 
To pay large tribute to his weary lord, 
And crown the ſylvan hero's plenteous board. 

The matron bitch whoſe womb ſhall beſt produce 
The hopes and fortune of th' illuſtrious houſe, 


Deriv'd from noble but from foreign ſeed, & 


For various nature loathes inceſt 'ous breed, 
Is like the fire throughout; nor yet diſpleaſe 
Large flanks and ribs, to give the teemer eaſe. 

In ſpring let loofe thy pairs; then all things prove 
The ſtings of pleaſure and the pangs of love; 90 
Ethereal Jove then glads with genial ſhow'rs 


Earth's mightywomb, and ſtrews her lap with flow'rs; 


Hence juices mount, and buds embolden'd try 

More kindly breezes and a ſofter ſky. 

Kind Veuus revels. Hark ! on ev'ry bough 95 
In lulling ſtrains the feather'd warblers woo; 
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Fell tigers ſoften in th* infectious flames, 


And lions fawning court their brinded dames. 
Great Love pervades the deep; to pleaſe his mate 


The whale in gambols moves his monſtrous weight; 


Heav'd by his wayward mirth old Ocean roars, 101 


And ſcatter'd navies bulge on diſtant ſhores, 

All Nature ſmiles. Come now, norfear, my Love! 
To taſte the odours of the woodbine grove, 
To paſs the ev'ning glooms in harmleſs play, 105 
And ſweetly ſwearing languiſh life away. 15 
An altar bound with recent flow'rs I rear 
To thee, beſt ſeaſon of the various year 
All hail! ſuch days in beauteous order ran. 
So ſwift, ſo ſweet, when firſt the world began, I10 
In Eden's bow'rs when man's great fire aſſhign'd 
The names and natures of the brutal kind; 
Then lamb and lion friendly walk'd their round, 
And hares undaunted lick'd the fondling hound; 


Wondrous to tell! but when with luckleſs hand 115 


Our daring mother broke the ſole command, 

Then Want and Envy brought their meagre train, 
Then Wrath came down and Death had leave to reign; 
Hence foxes earth'd, and wolves abhorr'd the day, 
And hangry churls enfnar'd the nightly prey _ {4 120 
Rude arts at firſt, but witty Want refin'd - : 
The huntſman's wiles, and Famine form'd tb mind. 
Bold Nimrod firſt the lion's trophies wore, 
The panther bound, and lanc'd the briſtling boar: 
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He taught to turn the hare, to bay the deer, 125 
And wheel the courſer in his mid career. | 
Ah! had he there reſtrain'd his tyrant hand! 

Let me, ye Pow'rs! an humbler wreath demand: 
No pomps I aſk which crowns and ſceptres yield, 


Nor dang'rous laurels in the duſty field; 130 


Faſt by the foreſt and the limpid ſpring 
Give me the warfare of the woods to ſing, 
To breed my whelps and healthful preſs the game, 
A mean inglorious but a guiltleſs name. 

And now thy female bears in ample womb» 135 
The bane of hares and triumphs yet to come. 
No ſport I ween nor blaſt of ſprightly horn 
Should tempt me then to hurt the whelps unborn. 
Unlock'd in covers let her freely run 
To range thy courts and baſk before the ſun. 140 
Near thy full table let the fav'rite ſtand, 
Strok'd by thy ſon's or blooming daughter's hand. 
Careſs, indulge, by arts the matron bribe 
I' improve her breed and teem a vig'rous tribe. 

So, if ſmall things may be compar'd with great, 
And Nature's works the Muſe's imitate, 146 
So ſtretchꝰ'd in ſnades and lull'd by murm'ring ſtreams 
Great Maro's breaſt receiv d the heav'nly dreams; 
Recluſe, ſerene, the muſing prophet lay 
Till thoughts in embryo rip'ning burſt their way. 
Hence bees in ſtate and foaming courſers come, 


Heroes and gods, and walls of lofty Rome. 152 
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THE FATAL ; CURIOS SITY. 


fil: 


Man had l 8 of fair 8 5 1 73.0 


The layiſh praiſes of the babbler kame 1 | 


I thought them ſuch, and went prepar'd to pry: 
And trace the charmer with a critick's eye; 
Reſolv'd to find ſome fault before unſpy d, 
And diſappointed if but ſatisfy de. 6 
Love picrc'd the vaſſal heart that durſt . 
And where a judge was meant a victim fell... 
On thoſe dear eyes, with ſweet perdition gay⸗ / 


Igaz'd at once my pride and foul away 
All o'er I felt the luſcious poiſon run 
And in a look the haſty conqueſt Won. 132 


Thus the fond moth around the taper plays, 
And ſports and flutters near the treach'rous blaze; 
Raviſh'd with joy he wings his eager flight, 

Nor dreams of ruin in ſo clear a light; 
He tempts his fate and courts a glorious _ ne 51 
A bright's deſtruction and a ning tomb. 18 


10 A LADY, 


WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE ann 


Lavrsn of wit, and bold appear the lines 

Where Claudian's genius in the Phoenix ſhines; | 

A thouſand ways each brilliant point is turn'd, 
And the gay poem like its theme adorn'd, 
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4 RY more ſtrange neꝰ er grac'd the poet's art, ty 


Nor eber did fiction play ſo wild a part. 
Each fabled charm in matchleſs Celia meets, 
The heav'nly colours and ambroſial ſweets ; 
Her virgin boſom chaſter fires ſupplies, . 
And beams more piereing guard her kindred eyes; 
O'crflowing wit th' imagin'd wonder drew, 11 
But fertile fancy ne'er can reach the true. | 
Now buds your youth, your cheeks their bloom 
Th untainted lily and unfolding roſe; {[difclofe, 
Eaſe in your mien, and ſweetneſs in your face, 15 
vou ſpeak a Siren and you move a Grace; 
Nor time ſhall urge theſe beauties to decay 


While virtue gives what years ſhall ſteal away. 


The fair whoſe youth can boaſt the worth of age 
In age fhall with the charms of youth engage; 
In ev'ry change ſtill lovely, ſtill the fame, 


A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHENIX;, 


FROM CLAUDIAN. 


Ix utmoſt ocean lies a lovely iſle 

Where ſpring ſtill blooms and greens for ever ſmile, 
Which ſces the Snn put on his firſt array, | 
And hears his panting ſteeds bring on the day, 
When ſrom the deep they ruſh with rapid force, g 


And whirl aloft to run their glorious courſe, 
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When firſt appear the ruddy ſtreaks of light, 
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And glimm'ring beams diſpel the parting night. 

In theſe ſoft ſhades unpreſt by human feet 
The happy Phenix keeps his balmy ſeat; 10 
Far from the world disjoin'd he reigns alone, 
Alike the empire and its king unknown: 
A godlike Bird! whoſe endleſs round of years 


Outlaſts the ſtars and tires the circling ſpheres. 
Not us'd like vulgar birds to eat his fill, 15 
Or drink the cryſtal of the murm' ring rill, 


But fed with warmth from Titan's purer ray, 

And ſlak'd by ſtreams which eaſtern ſeas convey, 
Still he renews his life in theſe abodes, 

Contemns the pow'r of Fate and mates the gods. 20 
His fiery eyes ſhoot forth a glitt'ring ray, 


And round his head ten thouſand glories play; 
High on his creſt a ſtar celeſtial bright 


Divides the darkneſs with its piercing light; 
His legs are ſtain'd with purple's lively die, 25 
His azure wings the fleeting winds outfly ; 


Soft plumes of cheerful] blue his limbs infold, 


Enrich'd with ſpangles and bedropt with gold. 
Begot by none himſelf, begetting none, 

Sire of himſelf he is, and of himſelf the ſon; 39 

His life in fruitful death renews his date, 

And kind deſtruction but prolongs his fate; 

Ev'n in the grave new ſtrength his limbs receive, 

And on the fun'ral pile begin to live; 
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For when a thouſand times the ſummer ſun 35 
His bending race has on the zodiack run 
; And when as oft? the vernal ſigns have roll'd, 
9 As oſt' the wintry brought the numbing cold, 


8 


Then drops the Bird worn out with aged cares, 
And bends beneath the mighty load of years. 40 
So falls the ſtately pine that proudly grew ,, 

The ſhade and glory of the mountain's brow : 

When pierc'd by blaſts and ſpouting clouds o 'erſpread 

It lowly ſinking nods its tott*ring head, 

Part dies by winds and part by fickly rains, 45 

And waſting age deſtroys the poor remains, | 
Then as the ſilver empreſs of the Night 
O'erclouded glimmers in a fainter light, 

So frozen with age and ſhut from light's ſupplies 

In lazy rounds ſcarce roll his feeble eyes, 50 

And thoſe fleet wings for ſtrength and ſpeed renown d 

Scarce rear th' inactive lumber from the ground. 
Myſterious arts a ſecond time create 

The Bird prophetick of approaching fate: 

Pil'd on a heap Sabzan herbs he lays, 55 

Parch'd by his fire the Sun's intenſeſt rays ; 

The pile deſign'd to form his fun'ral ſcene 

He wraps in covers of a fragrant green, 

And bids his ſpicy heap at once become 

A grave deſtructive and a teeming womb. 60 
On the rich bed the dying wonder lies, 

Imploring Phoebus with perſuaſive cries 
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To dart upon kim in collected rays, 
And new create him in a deadly blaze. 


The gol bebaldsche ſopplient from afar, 69 


And ſtops the progreſs of his heav'nly car. 
„Othou, ſays he, whom harmleſs firesſhall burn, ) 
« Thy age the flame to ſecond youth ſhall turn, | 
An infant's cradle is thy funeral urn | 
Thou on whom Heav'n has fix dth' ambig'ousdoom 


* To live by ruin and by death to bloom, * 


« Thy life, thy ſtrength, thy lovely form, renew, 

And with ſreſh beauties doubly charm the view!“ 
Thus ſpeaking, midſt the aromatick bed 

A golden beam he toſſes from his head; 75 

Swift as deſire the ſhining ruin flies, | 

And ſtraight devours the willing ſacrifice, 

Who haſtes to periſh in the fertile fire, 


Sink into ſtrength, and into life expire. 


In flames the circling odours mount on high, 80 
Perfume the air and glitter in the ſky; 
The moon and ſtars amaz'd retard their flight, 
And Nature ſtartles at the doubtful ſight ! 


For whilſt the pregnant urn with fury glows - 
The goddeſs labours with a mother's throes 85 


Yet joys to cheriſh in the friendly flames 
The nobleſt product of the ſkill ſhe claims. 

Th' enliv'ning duſt its head begins to rear, 
And on the aſhes ſprouting plumes appear; | 
In the dead Bird reviving vigour reigns, 90 
And liſe returning revels in his veins: 
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A new born Phenix ſtarting from the flame 
Obtains at once a ſon's and father's name, 


And the great change of double life diſplays 


In the ſhort moment of one tranſient blaze 95 


On his new pinions to the Nile he bends, 
And to the gods his parent urn commends, 
To Egypt bearing with majeſtick pride 


The balmy neſt where firſt he liv'd and dy'd. 


Birds of all kinds admire th' unuſual ſight, 100 
And grace the triumph of his infant flight; 


In crowds unnumber'd round their chief they fly, 


Oppreſs the air and cloud the ſpacious ſky; 


Nor dares the fierceſt of the winged race 
Obſtruct his journey thro” th' ethereal ſpace; 1og5 


The hawk and eagle uſeleſs wars forbear, 
Forego their courage and confent to fear ; 
The feather'd nations humble homage bring, 


And bleſs the gaudy flight of their ambroſial king! 
Leſs glitt'ring pomp does Parthia's monarch yield 


Commanding legions to the duſty field, III 


Tho' ſparkling jewels on his helm abound, 
And royal gold his awful head ſurround, 
Tho' rich embroid'ry paint his purple veſt, 
And his ſteed bound in coſtly trappings dreit, 115 
Pleas'd in the battle's dreadful van to ride 
In graceful grandeur and imperial pride. 
Fam'd for the worſhip of the Sun there ſtands 
A ſacred fane in Egypt's fruitful lands, 
E ij 
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Hewn from the Theban mountain's rocky womb, / 
An hundred columns rear the marble dome; 121 
Hither it is ſaid he brings the precious load, 
A grateful off*ring to the beamy god, 
Upon whoſe altar's conſecrated blaze 


125 


. 
The ſeeds and relicks of himſelf he lays, : 
Whence flaming incenſe makes the temple ſhine, : | Wa 
And the glad altars breathe perfumes divine; | Mid 
Phe wafted ſmell to far Peluſium flies And. 
To cheer old ocean and enrich the ſkies, N 4 no 
With nectar's ſweets to make the nations ſmile, 130 f Thee 
And ſcent the ſevenſold channels of the Nile. ro gr 
Thrice happy Phenix! Heav'n's peculiar care Here 
Has made thyſelf thyſelf's ſurviving heir; 3 They 
By death thy deathleſs vigour is ſupply'd, = Each 
Which ſinks to ruin all the world beſide ; I35 Seems 
Thy age not thee aſſiſting Phœbus burns, were 
And vital flames light up thy fun'ral urns: £ And cl 
Whate'er events have been thy eyes ſurvey, : Her 
And thou art fixt while ages roll away: Someti 
Thou ſaw'ſt when raging Ocean burſt * bed, 140 % Gleam 
O' ertopp'd the mountains and the carth o'erſpread; 4 Stands 
When the raſh youth inflam'd the high abodes, Form'd 
Scorch'd up the ſkies and ſcar'd the deathleſs gods. And ch 
When Nature ceaſes thou ſtralt ſtill remain, | Long 
Nor ſecond Chaos bound thy endleſs reign; . Nor Na 
Fate's tyrant laws thy happier lot ſhall brave, Ere No 
Baffle deſtruction and elude the grave. 147 Ere lord 
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KENSINGTON GARDEN. 
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Warne Kenſington high o'er the neighb'ring lands 


Midſt greens and ſweets, a regal fabrick ! ſtands, 
And ſees each ſpring luxuriant in her bow'rs, 

A ſnow of bloſſoms and a wild of flow'rs, 

The dames of Britain oft' in clouds repair 5 
To gravel walks and unpolluted air: 

Here while the Town in damps and darkneſs lies 
They breathe in ſunſhine and ſee azure ſkies; 

Each walk with robes of various dies beſpread 

Seems from afar a moving tulip bed, 10 
Where rich brocades and gloſſy damaſks glow, 

And chints, the rival of the ſhow'ry bow. 

Here England's daughter, darling of the land! 
Sometimes ſurrounded with her virgin band 
Gleams thro' the ſhades; ſhe tow'ring o'er the reſt 
Stands faireſt of the fairer kind confeſt, 16 
Form'd to gain hearts that Brunſwick's cauſe deny'd, 
And charm a people to her father's ſide. 

Long havetheſe Groves to royal gueſts been known, 
Nor Naſſau firſt preferr'd them to a throne, 20 
Ere Norman banners wav'd in Britiſh air, 

Ere lordly Hubba with the golden hair 
E iij 
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Pour'd in his Danes, ere elder Julius came, 
Or Dardan Brutus gave our iſle a name, 
A prince of Albion's lineage grac'd the wood, 25 
The ſcene of wars, and ſtain'd with lovers' blood. | 
You who thro' gazing crowds your captive throng 
Throw pangs and paſlions as you move along, 
Turn on the left, ye Fair! your radiant eyes, 
Where all unlevell'd the gay Garden lies. 30 
If gen'rous anguiih for another's pains | 
Ere heav'd your hearts or ſhiver'd thro' your veins, 
Look down attentive on the pleaſing Dale, 
And liften to my melancholy tale. 
That hollow ſpace where now in living rows 35 
Line above line the yew's ſad verdure grows 
Was ere the planter's hand its beauty gave 
A common pit, a rude unfaſhion'd cave. 
The landſcape now ſo ſweet we well may praiſe, 
But far far ſweeter in its ancient days 40 
Far ſweeter was it when its peopled ground 
With Fairy domes and dazzling tow'rs was crown'd: 
Where in the midſt thoſe verdant pillars ſpring 
| Roſe the proud palace of the Elfin king; 
For every hedge of vegetable green 45 
In happier years a crowded ſtreet was ſeen; 
Nor all thoſe lea ves that now the proſpect grace 
Could match the numhers of its pigmy race. 
What urg'd this mighty empire to its fate, 
A tale of wo and wonder, | relate. 


4 


AE eine neg 


Rd 3 Dr: Wc OL , * 
eee eee e e 


Fr 


MISscELLANIES . 5SS 


When Albion rul'd the land, whoſe lineage came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 
Their midnight pranks the ſprightly Fairies play'd 
On ev'ry hill; and danc'd in ev'ry ſhade; | 
But foes to-ſunſhine, moſt they took delight 55 
In dells and dales conceal'd from human ſight, 
There hew'd their houſes in the arching rock, 
Or ſcoop'd the boſom of the blaſted oak, 
Or heard o'erſhadow'd by ſome ſhelving hill 
The diſtant murmurs of the falling rill; 6⁰ 
They rich in pilfer'd ſpoils indulg'd their mirth, 
And pity'd the huge wretched ſons of earth: 
Ev'n now it is ſaid the hinds o'erhear their ſtrain, 
And ftrive to view their airy forms in vain ; 
They to their cells at man's approach repair, 65 
Like the ſhy lev'ret or the mother hare, | 
The whilſt poor mortals ſtartle at the found 
Of unſeen footſteps on the haunted ground. 

Amid this Garden then with woods o'ergrown 
Stood the lov'd ſeat of royal Oberon: 70 
From ev'ry region to his palace gate 
Came peers and princes of the Fairy ſtate, 

Who rank'd in council round the ſacred ſhade 
Their monarch's will and great beheſts obey'd. 
From Thames' fair banks, by lofty tow'rs adorn'd, 75 
With loads of plunder oft” his chiefs return'd; 
Hence in proud robes and colours bright and gay 
Shone ev'ry knight and ev'ry lovely Fay. 
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Whoe'er on Powell's dazzling ſtage diſplay'd 
Hath fam'd King Pepin and his court ſurvey'd 8@ 
May gueſs, if old by modern things we trace, 
The pomp and ſplendour of the Fairy race. 

By magick fenc'd, by ſpells encompaſs'd round, 
No mortal touch'd this interdicted ground; 


No mortal enter'd, thoſe alone who came 85 


Stol'n from the couch of ſome terreſtrial dame; 

For oft” of babes they robb'd the matron's bed, 

And left ſome ſickly changeling in their ſtead. 
It chanc'd a youth of Albion's royal blood 


Was foſter'd here, the wonder of the wood. 90 
 Milkah, for wiles above her peers renown' d, 


Deep ſkilFd in charms and many a myſtick ſound, 
As thro' the regal dome ſhe ſought ſor prey 
Obſerv'd the infant Albion where he lay 


In mantles broider'd o'er with gorgeous pride, 95 


And ſtole him from the ſleeping mother's ſide. 
Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind! 


Ah, wretched Nymph ! to future evils blind ; 


The time ſhall come when thou ſhalt dearly pay 
The theft hardhearted of that guilty day : oo 
Thou in thy turn ſhalt like the queen repine, 


And all her ſorrows doubled ſhall be thine. 


He who adorns thy houſe, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, ſhall at length deſtroy... 
Two hundred moons in their pale courſe had ſeen 


The gay-rob'd Fairies glimmer cn the green, ice 
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And Albion now had reach'd in youthful prime 


Jo ninetecn years, as mortals meaſure time. 


Fluſh'd with reſiſtleſs charms he ſir d to love 
Each nymph and little Dryad of the grove; 110 


For ſkilful} Milkah ſpar'd not to employ - 

Her utmoſt art to rear the princely boy; 

Each ſupple limb ſhe ſwath'd and tender bone, 

And to the Elfin ſtandard kept him down; 

She robb'd dwarf elders of their fragrant fruit, II 5 
And ſed him early with the daiſy's root, 

Whence thrq' his veins the powerful juices ran, 

And form'd in beauteous miniature the man; 

vet ſtill two inches taller than the reſt 


His lofty port his human birth conſeſt: 120 
A foot in height how ſtately did he ſhow! 
How look ſuperiour on the crowd below ! 


What knight like him could toſs the ruſhy lance! . 
Who move ſo graceful in the mazy dance! 


A ſhape ſo nice, or features half ſo fair, ; BAC 


What Elf could boaſt! or ſuch a flow of hair! 

Bright Kenna ſaw, a princeſs born to reign, 

And felt the charmer burn in ev'ry vein. 

She, heireſs to this empire's potent lord, | 
Prais'd like the ſtars, and next the moon ador'd, 1 30 


She whom at diſtance thrones and princedoms view'd, 


To whom proud Oriel and Azuriel ſu/d, 
In her high palace languiſh'd, void of joy, 
And pin'd in ſecret for a mortal boy. 
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He too was ſmitten, and diſcreetly trove — "B39 
By courtly deeds to gain the virgin's love. 


For her he cull'd the faireſt flow'rs that grew 
Ere morning ſuns had drain'd their fragrant dew; 


He chas'd the hornet in his mid-day flight, 


And brought her glow-worms in the noon of night. 
When on ripe fruits ſhe caſt a wifhing eye 141 


Did ever Albion think the tree too high ! 

He ſhow'd her where the pregnant goldfinch hung, 
And the wren mother brooding o' er her young; 
To her th' inſcription on their eggs he read; 145 


(Admire, ye Clerks! the youth whom Milkah bred) 


To her he ſhow'd each herb of virt'ous juice, 
Their pow'rs diſtinguiſh'd, and deſcrib'd their uſe. 


All vain their pow'rs, alas! to Kenna prove, 


And well ſung Ovid There is no herb for love.“ 
As when a ghoſt enlarg'd from realms below 151 

Seeks its old friend to tell ſome ſecret wo, 

The poor ſhade ſhiv'ring ſtands, and muſt not break 


His painful ſilence till the mortal ſpeak, 


So far'd it with the little loveſick maid, | 15 5 
Forbid to utter what her eyes betray'd. 
He ſaw her anguiſh and reveal'd his flame, 


And ſpar'd the bluſhes of the tonguety'd dame. 
The day would fail me ſhould 1 reckon o'cr 


The fighs they laviſh'd and the oaths they ſwore 160 
In words ſo melting, that compar'd with thoſe 
The niceſt courtſhip of terreſtrial beaux 


35 
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Would ſound like compliments from country clowns 
Tored-cheek'dſweethearts in their homeſpun gowns. 
All in a lawn of many a various hue 165 
A bed of flowers (a Fairy foreſt) grew: 
Twas here one noon, the gaudieſt of the May, 
The ſtill the ſecret ſilent hour of day, 
Beneath a lofty tulip's ample ſhade | 
Sat the young lover and th' immortal maid. 170 
They thought all Fairies ſlept. Ah luckleſs Pair! 
Hid but in vain in the ſun's noontide glare! 
When Albion leaning on his Kenna's breaſt 
Thus all the ſoftneſs of his ſoul expreſt: 
All things are huſh'd; the ſun's meridian rays 


Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze: 176 


% Nor moon nor ſtar in heav'n's blue arch is ſeen 


With kindly rays to ſilver o'er the green; 


Grateful to Fairy eyes they ſecret take 

«© Their reſt, and only wretched mortals wake. 180 
This dead of day | fly to thee alone, 

A world to me, a multitude in one. 

* Oh! ſweet as dewdrops on theſe flow'ry lawns, 
When the ſky opens and the ev'ning dawns! 

«« Straight as the pink that tow'rs ſo high in air! 185 
Soft as the blowbell! as the daiſy fair! 

** Bleſt be the hour when firſt I was convey'd 

An infant captive to this bliſsful ſhade! 

And bleſt the hand that did my form refine, 
And ſhrunk my ſtature to a match with thine! 190 
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« Glad I for thee renounce my royal birth, 

« And all the giant daughters of the Earth. 
Thou if thy breaſt with equal ardour burn 

4 Renounce thy kind, and love for love return; 
go from us two, combin'd by nuptial ties, 195 


A race unknown of demigods ſhall riſe, 


1 O ſpeak, my Love] my vows with vows repay, 
« And ſweetly ſwear my riſing fears away.“ 
To whom (the ſhining azure of her eyes 


More brighten d) thus thꝰ enamour'd maid replies: 


Ry all the ſtars, and firſt the glorious moon, 201 
« ] ſwear, and by the head of Oberon, 
« A dreadful oath! no prince of Fairy line 


« Shall c'er in wedlock plight his vows with mine. 
«© Where'er my footſteps in the dance are ſeen 205 


« May toadſtools riſe and mildews blaſt the green; 


« May the keen eaſt wind blight my fav'rite flow'rs, 


* And ſnakes and ſpotted adders haunt my bow'rs; 


* Confin'd whole ages in an hemlock ſhade | 
« There rather pine I a neglected maid, 210 


Or worſe, exil'd from Cynthia's gentle rays 


Parch in the ſun a thouſand ſummer days, 


Than any prince, a prince of Fairy line, 

« In ſacred wedlock plight his vows with mine.” 
She ended, and with lips of roſy hue 215 

Dipp'd five times over in ambroſial dew 5 

Stifled his words, when from his covert rear'd 

The frowning brow of Oberon appear'd : 


Aſui 
The 
Full 
Nor 
That 
And 
A hu 
Driv 
And 
Whe 
For ] 
And 
Uf. 
A fat 
To lc 
That 
Blood 
Prou 
Whe 
And: 
Thy « 
A no 
For tl 
And! 
So lon 
All F; 
Or! 
That. 


15 


Aſunfſlower's trunk was near, whence (killing ſight!) 


The monarch iſſu'd half an ell in height. 220 


Full on the pair a furious look he caſt, 
Nor ſpoke, but gave his buglehorn a blaſt 


That thro' the woodland echo'd far and wide, 


And drew a ſwarm of ſubjects to his fide. 
A hundred choſen knights in war renown'd 225 
Drive Albion baniſh'd from the ſacred ground, 3 
And twice ten myriads guard the bright abodes 
Where the proud king amidſt his demiguds 
For Kenna's ſudden bridal bids prepare, 


* 


And to Azuriel gives the weeping fai. 230 


If fame in arms, with ancient birth combin'd, 
A faultleſs beauty and a ſpotleſs mind, | 
To love and praiſe can gen'rous fouls-ineline,'” 
That love, Azuriel!.and that praiſe; was thine- 


Blood only leſs than royal fill'd thy veins; 235 


Proud was tliy roof;and large thy fair domains. 


Where now the ſkies high Holland Houſe invades, - 
And thortliv'd Warwick ſadden'd all the ſhades; ' 


Thy dwelling ſtood; nor did in him afford * 
A nobler owner or a jovelier lord. 2240 
For thee a hundred fields produc'd their ſtore: 
And by thy name ten thouſand vaſſalsfwore +) &! 
So lov'd thy name; that at their monarth's choice 
All Fairy ſhouted with a gen'ral voice!!! 

Oriel alone a ſecret rage ſuppreſt 22345 
That from his boſom heav'd the golden veſt. 
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62 MISCELLANIES. 


Along the banks of Thame his empire ran, 

Wide was his range and populous his clan. 

When cleanly ſervants, if we truſt old tales, 

Beſide their wages had good Fairy veils, 250 
Whole heaps of ſilver tokens nightly paid 

The careful wife or the neat dairymaid 

Sunk not his ſtores. With ſmiles and pow'rful bribes 
He gain'd the leaders of his neighbour tribes, 

And ere the night the face of heav'n had chang'd 255 
Beneath his banners half the Fairies rang d. 

Mean-while driv'n back to earth, a lonely way 
The cheerleſs Albion wander'd half the day ; 
Along, long journey! chok'd with brakes and thorns, 
Ill meaſur'd by ten thouſand barleycorns. 260 
Tir'd out at length a ſpreading ſtream he ſpy'd 
Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tide. 

*Twas then a ſpreading ſtream, tho' now its fame 
Obſcur'd it bears The Creek's inglorious name, 
And creeps as thro* contracted bounds it ſtrays, 265 
A leap for boys in theſe degen'rate days. 

On the clear cryſtal's verdant bank he ſtood, 
And thrice look'd backward on the fatal wood, 
And thrice he groan'd and thrice he beat his breaſt, 
And thus in tears his kindred gods addreſt: 279 

<« If true, ye wat'ry Pow'rs! my lineage came 
«© From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 

«© Down to his court with coral garlands crown'd 
<« Thro' all your grottoes waft my plaintive ſound, 
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« And urge the god whoſe trident ſhakes the earth 

« To grace his offspring and aſſert my birth.“ 276 
He ſaid; a gentle Naiad heard his pray'r, 

And touch'd with pity for a lover's care 

Shoots to the ſea, where low beneath the tides 


Old Neptune in th' unfathom'd deep reſides. 280 


Rous'd at the news the ſea's ſtern ſultan ſwore 

Revenge, and ſcarce from preſent arms forbore 

But firſt the nymph his harbinger he ſends, 

And to her care the fav'rite boy commends. 
Asthro'theThames her backward courſe ſhe guides, 

Driv'n up his current by the refluent tides, 286 

Along his banks the pigmy legions ſpread 


| She ſpies, and haughty Oriel at their head: 


Soon with wrong'd Albion's name the hoſt ſhe fires, 


And counts the ocean's god among his fires; 290 


«© The ocean's god, by whom ſhall be o'erthrown, 
(Styx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon. | 
„ See here beneath a toadſtool's deadly gloom 
* Lies Albion; him the Fates your leader doom. 
* Hear and obey; it is Neptune's pow'rful call: 295 
By him Azuriel and his king ſhall fall.” 

She ſaid; they bow'd, and on their ſhields upbore 
With ſhouts their new ſaluted emperour. 
Ev'n Oriel ſmil'd, at leaſt to ſmile he ſtrove, 


And hopes of vengeance triumph'd over love. 300 


See now the mourner of the lonely ſhade 


By gods protected and by hoſts obey'd ; 
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64 MIScELLANIXS. 


A ſtave, a chief, by fickle Fortune's play, 

In the'ſhort courſe of one revolving day. 

What wonder if the youth ſo ſtrangely bleſt 305 
Felt his heart flutter in his little breaſt ! | . 
His thick embattled troops with ſecret pride 


He views extended half an acre wide: 


More light he treads, more tall he ſeems to riſe, 
And ſtruts a ſtrawbreadth nearer to the ſkies. 310 
O for thy Muſe, great Bard *! whoſe lofty ſtrains 
In battle join'd the Pigmies and the Cranes; 
Each gaudy knight had 1 that warmth divine, 
Each colqur'd legion, in my verſe ſhould ſhine: | 
Put {imple I, and innocent of art, * , 
Ihe tale that ſooth'd my infant years impart, 1 
The tale I heard whole winter-eves untir'd, 
And ſing the battles that my nurſe inſpir'd. 
Nov the ſhrill cornpipes echoing loud to arms 


To rank and file reduce the ſtraggling ſwarms: 320 


Thick rows of ſpears at once with ſudden _ 
A grove of necdles, glitter in ths air: Wa 
Looſe in the winds ſmall riband ſtreamers pe 
Dipt in all colours of the heav*nly bow, 
And the gay hoſt that now its march-purſues 325 
Gleams o'er the meadows in a thouſand hues. + - 
On Buda's plains thus formidably bright 

Shone Aſia's ſons, a pleaſing dreadful fight ! 

In various robes their ſilken troops were ſeen, 

The blue, the red, and prophet's ſacred h 330 
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When blooming Brunſwick near the Danube's flood 
Firſt ſtain'd his maiden ſword in Turkiſh blood. 

| Unſeen and ſilent march the flow brigades - 
Thro' pathleſs wilds and unfrequented ſhades. 
In hope already vanquiſh'd by ſurpriſe 335 


In Albion's pow'r the fairy empire lies; 


Already has he ſeiz d on Kenna's charms, 


And the glad beauty trembles in his arms. 
The march concludes; and now in proſpect near, 
But fenc'd with arms, the hoſtile tow'rs appear; 340 
For Oberon, or Druids falſely ſing, 


Wore his Prime Vizier in a magick ring, 


A ſubtle ſpright ! that op'ning plots foretold 


By ſudden dimneſs on the beamy gold : 
Hence in a creſcent form'd his legions bright 345 
With beating boſoms waited for the fight : 
To charge their foes they march, a glitt'ring band ! 
And in their van doth bold Azuricl ſtand. 

What rage that hour did Albion's ſoul poſſeſs 


Let cbiefs imagine and let lovers gueſs! 350 


Forth iſſuing from his ranks, that ſtrove in vain 
To check his courſe, athwart the dreadful plain 
He ſtrides indignant, and with haughty cries 


To ſingle fight the Fairy prince defies. 
Forbear, raſh Youth! th' unequal war to try, 355 


Nor ſprung ſrom mortals with immortals vie: 
No god ſtands ready to avert thy doom, 


Nor yet thy grandſire of the waves is come. 
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66 MISCELLANIZS. 


My words are vain-—no words the wretch can move 
By beauty dazzled and bewitch'd by love. 360 
He longs, he burns, to win the glorious prize, 
And ſees no danger while he ſees her eyes. 

Now from each hoſt the eager warriours ſtart, 
And furious Albion flings his haſty dart. 
"Twas feather'd from the bee's tranſparent \ wing, 36 5 
And its ſhaft ended in a hornet's ſling; 
But toaſt in rage it flew without a Wound 
High o'er the foe, and guiltleſspierc'd the ground. 
Not fo Azuriel's; with unerring aim 
Too near the needle-pointed jav'lin came, 370 
Drove thro? the ſevenfold ſhield and filken veſt, | 
And lightly ras'd the lover's iv'ry breaſt. 
Rous' d at the ſmart, and riſing to the blow, 
With his keen ſword he cleaves his Fairy foc, 
Sheer from the ſhoulder to the waiſt he cleaves, 375 
And of one arm the tott'ring trunk bereaves. 

His uſeleſs ſteel brave Albion wields no more, 
But ſternly ſmiles and thinks the combat o'er ; 
So had it been had aught of mortal ſtrain, 
Or leſs than Fairy felt the deadly pain; 380 
But empyreal forms, howe'er in tight 
Gaſh'd and diſmember'd, eaſily unite. 


As ſome frail cup of China's pureſt mould, 


With azure varniih'd and bedropt with gold, 
Thoꝰ broke, if cur'd by ſome nice virgin's hands 38 5 
In its old ſtrength and pr iſtine beauty ſtands, 
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'The tumults of the boiling Bohea braves, 


And holds ſecure the coffee's fable waves; 

So did Azuriel's arm, if Fame ſay true, 

Rejoin the vital trunk whence firſt it grew, 390 
And whilſt in wonder fix d poor Albion ſtood, 
Plung'd the curſt ſabre in his heart's warm blood. 
The golden broid'ry tender Milkah wove, 

The breaſt to Kenna ſacred and to love, | 

Lie rent and mangled, and the gaping wound 395 


Pours out a flood of purple on the ground: 
The jetty luſtre ſickens in his eyes, 


On his:cold cheeks the bloomy freſhneſs dies : 

* Oh Kenna! Kenna!“ thrice he try'd to ſay; 

Kenna! farewell!“ and ſigh'd his ſoul away. 400 
His fall the Dryads with loud ſhrieks deplore 


By ſiſter Naiads echo'd from the ſhore, 


Thence down to Neptune's ſecret realms convey'd 
Thro' grots and glooms, and many a coral ſhade, 

The ſea's great fire with looks denouncing war 405 
The trident ſhakes and mounts the pearly car, 


With one ſtern frown the wide-ſpread deep deforms, 


And works the madding ocean into ſtorms: 
O'er foaming mountains and thro' buriting tides 
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides, 410 
Till thro' the Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar 
It ſhoots, and lands him on the deſtin'd ſhore. 

Now fix'd on earth his tow'ring ſtature ſtood, 
Hung o'er the mountains and o'crlook'd the wood: 
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To Brumpton's grove one ample ſtride he took, 419 


(The vallies trembled and the foreſts ſhook) 


The next huge ſtep reach'd the devoted ſhade 
Where chok'd in blood was wretched Albion laid, 
Where now the vanquiſh'd with the victors join'd 
Beneath the regal banners ſtood combin'd. 420 
Th' embattled dwarfs with rage and ſcorn he paſt, 


And on their town his eye vindictive caſt; 


In deep foundations his ſtrong trident cleaves, 

And high in air th' uprooted empire heaves; 

On his broad engine the vaſt ruin hung, 7435 
Which on the foe with force divine he flung : 
Aghaſt the legions in th' approaching ſhade 

Th' inverted ſpires and rocking domes ſurvey'd, 
That downward tumbling on the hoſt below 


Cruſh'd the whole nation at one dreadful blow: 430 


Tow'rs, arms, nymphs, warriours, are together loſt, 
And a whole empire falls to ſooth ſad Albion's ghoſt: 

Such was the period long reſtrain'd by Fate, 
And ſuch the downfal of the Fairy ſtate. 


This Dale, a pleaſing region, not unbleſt, 435 


This Dale poſſeſt they, and had ſtill poſſeſt, 


Had not their monarch with a father's pride 


Rent from her lord th' inviolable bride; 
Raſh to diſſolve the contract ſeal'd above, | 
The ſolemn vows and ſacred bonds of Love. 440 


Now where his elves ſo ſprightly danc'd the round 
No violet breathes nor daiſy paints the . 
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His tow'rs and people fill one common grave, 
A ſhapeleſs ruin and a barren cave. 
Beneath huge hills of ſmoking piles he ey 445 
| Stunn'dand confounded a whole ſummer's day; 
At length awak'd, (for what can long reſtrain 
Unbody'd ſpirits?) but awak'd in pain, Nr 
And as he ſa the deſolated wood, „ h 
And the dark den where once his empire ood, 4 50 
Grief chill'd his heart; to his mann eyes 
In ev'ry oak a Neptune ſeem'd to riſe: 5 
He fled, and left with all his trembling peertse 
The long poſſeſſion of a thouſand years. 1521 
Thro' buſh, thro- brake, thro' n and gloomy 
ones !: i 
Thro' dank and dry, o'er:ftreams ch flow'ry y vales, 
Direct they fled, but often look'd behind. 
And ftopt and ſtarted at each ruſtling wind. 
Wing'd with like fear his abdicated bands 
B if perſe and wander into diff rent lands 460 
art hid beneath the Peak's deep caverns lie 
6 ſilent glooms impervious to the ſky; 
Part on fair Avon's margin ſeek repoſe, 
WM hoſe ſtream o'er Britain's midmoſt region flows, 
Where formidable Neptune never came, 465 
And ſeas and oceans are but known by fame; 
Some to dark woods and ſecret ſhade retreat, 
And ſome on mountains chuſe their airy ſeat ; 


There haply by the ruddy damſel ſeen, 
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Or ſhepherd boy, they featly foot the green, 470 Whit 
While from their ſteps a circling verdure ſprings, Its ps 
But fly from towns and dread the courts of kings. Firſt. 
Mean-while ſad Kenna, loth to quit the grove, = And 
Hung o'er the body of her breathleſs love. Mid 
Try'd ev'ry art (vainarts!) tochange his doom, 475 ⸗Minę 
And vow'd (vain. vows!) to join him in the tomb. 4 De 
What could ſhe do? the Fates alike deny Nori 
The dead to live or Fairy forms to die. n he 
An herb there grows, (the ſame old Homer * tells It lay 
Ulyſſes bore to rival Circe's ſpells) 480 ⁵ Tilly 
Its root is ebon- black, but ſends to light Then 

A ſtem that bends with flow'rets milky white, : *T'wz 
Moly the plant, which gods and Fairies know, (Ken 
But ſecret kept from mortal men below; | = Prout 
On his pale limbs its virt'ous juice ſhe ſhed, 485 ⁵ With 
And murmur'd myſtick numbers o'er the dead, She v 
When lo! the little ſhape by magick pow'r And] 
Grew leſs and leſs, contracted to a flow'r, Io fa 
A flow'r that firſt in this ſweet Garden ſmil'd, And! 
To virgins ſacred, and the Snowdrop ſtyl'd. 490 1 Soft i 
The newborn plant with ſweet regret ſhe view'd, And] 
Warm'd with her ſighs, and with her tears bedew'd, WI 
Its ripen'd ſeeds from hank to bank convey d, | Atter 
And with her lover whiten'd half the ſhade: The 1 
'Thus won from deatheach ſpring ſhe ſees him grow, Andi 
And glories in the vegetable ſnow, | 496 The c 

| * Ody ſſ. Lib. x. | And e 
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71 


470 Which now increas'd thro' wide Britannia's plains 


Its parent's warmth and ſpotleſs name retains, 
Firſt leader of the flow'ry race aſpires, 
And foremoſt catches the ſun's genial fires, 
I Mid froſts and ſnows triumphant dares appear, 

175 Mingles the ſeaſons and leads on the year. 

= Deſerted now of all the pigmy race 
Nor man nor Fairy touch'd'this guilty place : 
In heaps on heaps for many a rolling age 
ells 117 lay accurſt, the mark of Neptune's rage, 
Lill great Naſſau recloth'd the deſert ſhade, 
Thence ſacred to Britannia's monarchs made. 


Proud when ſhe ſaw th' ennobled Garden ſhine 
With nymphs and heroes of her lovers line, 

She vow'd to grace the manſions once her own, 
And picture out in plants the Fairy town: 

To far-fam'd Wiſe her flight unſeen ſhe ſped, 


85 


* 
Ke 


Soft in his fancy drew a pleaſing ſcheme, 


With the ſweet view the ſire of Gardens fir'd 
Attempts the labour by the nymph inſpir'd, 
The walls and ſtreets in rows-of yew deſigns, 
And forms the town in all its ancient lines; 
The corner trees he lifts more high in air, 

And girds the palace with a verdant ſquare; 


500 


505 


Twas then the green-rob'd nymph, fair Kenna, came 
(Kenna! that gave the neighb' ring town its name) 


511 


SIS 
And with gay proſpects fill'd the craftſman's head, 


* 


And plann'd that landſcape in a morning devon; 


520 
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Nor knows while round he views the riſing ſcenes 
He builds a city as he plants his greens. 526 
With a ſad pleaſure the aerial maid 11 
This image of her ancient realm ſurvey d. 
How chang' d how fall'n from its primeval pride? 
Yet here each moon the hour her lover dy'd, 530 
Each moon his ſolemn obſequies ſhe pays, ; 


And leads the dance beneath pale Cynthia's rays, 
Pleas'd in theſe Shades to head her Fairy train, 533 


And grace the Groves where INE s kinſmen reign. 


THERSITES, OR, THE LO RDLING; | 


THE GRANDSON OF ABRICKLAYER, GREAT-= GRAND- 
SON ON A BUTCHER, 


11, 


Tasse s of amphibious heed, 


Motley fruit of mongrel ſeed, ' + 


By the dam from Lordlings ſprung, 
By the ſire exhal'd from dung : 


Think on ev'ry vice in both; Hive 5 
Lock on him and ſee their growth. 11 1 


View him on the mother's ſide 
Fill'd with falſehood, ſpleen, and pride, 


- Poſitive and overbearing, 4 A 
Changing ſtill and till adhering, 164.500 


Spiteful, peeviſh, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward : 
g 4p 
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When his friends he moſt is hard on 
Cringing comes to beg their en 3 
Reputation ever tearing, 
Ever dearelt friendſhip ſwearing ; ; 
Judgment weak and paſſion ſtrong, 
Always various always wrong ; 
Provocation never waits 
Where he loves or where he hates; 
Talks whatc'er comes in his head, 
Wiſhes it were all unſaid. 

Let me now the vices trace 
From his father's tcoundrel race. 
Who could give the looby ſuch airs ! 
Were they maſons, were they butchers ? 
H-rald lend the Muſe an anſwer, 
From his atavus and grandſire; 
This was dext'rous at his trowel, 
That was bred to kill a cow well: 
Hence the greaſy clumſy mien 
In his dreſs and figure ſeen, 
Hence that mean and ſordid ſoul, 
Like his body rank and foul, 
Hence that wild ſuſpicious peep 
Like a rogue that ftcals a ſheep, 
Hence he learn'd the, butcher's guile - 
How to cut a throat and ſmile, 
Like a butcher doom'd for lije, 
In his mouth to wear his knife, 
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74 MISCELLANFES, 


Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenant's vital blood. 

' Laſtly, let his gifts be try'd, 
Borrow'd from the maſon fide. 


Some perhaps may think him able 45 


In the ſtate to build a Babel, 
Could we place him in a ſtation 
To deſtroy the old foundation; 
True indeed I ſhould be gladder 
Could he learn to mount a ladder: 
May he at his latter end 

Mount alive and dead deſcend. | Y 
In him tell me which prevail, 
Female vices moſt or male ? 

What produc'd them can you tell, 
Humana race or imp of hell? 


A POEN IN PRAISE OF 
THE HORNBOOK, 


WRITTEN UNDER'A FIT OF THE GOUT, 


þ 
—— — 
—— 


Magni magna patrant, nos non niſi ludicra— 
Podagra hec otia fecit.“ 


Har, ancient Book! moſt venerable Code! 
Learning's firſt cradle and its laſt abode! 
The huge unnumber'd volumes which we fee 
By lazy plagiaries are ſtol'n from thee ; 
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MISCELLANIES. 75 
Yet future times to thy ſufficient ſtore 5 
Shall ne'er preſume to add one letter more. 
Thee will | fing in comely wainfcot bound, 
And golden verge encloſing thee around, 
The faithful Horn before from age to age 
Preſerving thy invaluable page; 10 
Behind thy patron faint in armour ſhines 
With ſword and lance to guard thy ſacred lines; 
Beneath his courſer's feet the dragon lies 
Transfiz'd; his blood thy ſcarlet cover dies; 
Th' inſtructive handle is at the bottom fixt, Is 
Leſt wrangling criticks ſhould pervert the rext. 
Or if to gingerbread thou ſhalt deſcend, 
And liq'rith learning to thy babes extend, 
Or ſugar'd plane o'erſpread with beaten gold _ 
Does the ſweet treaſure of thy letters hold, 20 
Thou ſtill halt be my ſong.—Apollo's choir 
I corn t' invoke; Cadmus! my verſe inſpire: 
"Twas Cadmus who the ſirit materials brought 
Of all the learning which has ſince been taught, 
Soon made complete | for mortals ne' er ſhall now 25 
More than contain'd of old the Chriſt-crofs row; 
What maſters dictate or what doctors preach 
— 4 Wie matrons hence e'en to our children teach. 
hut as the name ofev'ry plant and flow'r 
(So common that each peaſant knows its pow'r) 39 
Phyſicians in myſterious cant expreſs 
! amuſe the patient and enhance their fees, 
| ij 
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76 MISCELLANIES. 


30 from the letters of our native tongue 
Put in Greck crawls a myſt'ry too is ſprung; 
Schools are erected, puzzling grammars made, 3) 
And artful men ſtrike out a gainful trade; 
Strange characters adorn the Jearned gate, 
And heedleſs youth catch at the ſhining bait, 
The pregnant boys the noiſy charms declare, 
And Taus and Deltas * make their mothers ſtare; 
Th uncommon ſounds amaze the vulgar ear, 417 
And what is uncommon never coſts too dear; 
Yet in all tongues the Hornbook is the ſame, 
Taught by the Grecian maſter or the Engliſh dame. 
But how ſhall I thy endleſs virtues tell 45 
In which thou doſt all other books excel ? 
No greaſy thumbs thy ſpotlets leaf can foil, 
Nor crooked dogſears thy ſmooth corners ſpoil; 
In idle pages no errata ſtand 
To tell the blunders of the printer's hand; 50 
No fulſome dedication here is writ, 
Nor flatt'ring verſe to praiſe the author's wit; 
The margin with no tedious notes is vext 
Nor various readings to confound the text; 
All parties in thy literal ſenſe agree, 55 
Thou perfect centre of concordancy ! 
Search we the records of an ancient date, 
Or cad what modern hiſtories relate, 
They al] proclaim What wonders have been done 
By the plain letters taken as they run; 65 
*The Greek letters T, A. | 
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« * Too high the floods of paſſion us'd to roll, 

« And rend the Roman youth's impatient ſoul ; 
His haſty anger furniſh'd ſcenes of blood, 

« And frequent deaths of worthy men enſu'd; 

In vain were all the weaker methods try'd, 65 
« None could ſuffice to tem the furious tide j 

« Thy ſacred line he did but once repeat, 

« And laid the ſtorm and cool'd the raging heat.“ 

— Thy heav'nly notes like angels' muſick cheer 
Departing ſouls and ſooth the dying ear. 70 
An aged peaſant on his lateſt bed 
Wiſh'd for a friend ſome godly book to read; 

The pious grandſon thy known handle takes, 
And (eyes lift up) this ſav'ry lecture makes. 
Great A he gravely read; th' important ſound 75 
The empty walls and hollow roof rebound : 
Th' expiring ancient rear'd his drooping head, 
And thank'd his ſtars that Hodge had learn'dto read. 
Great B, the yonker bauls; O heav'nly breath! 
** What ghoſtly comforts in the hour of death! 80 
<« What hopes I feel!” Great C, pronounc'd the boy; 
The grandſire dies with ecſtaſy of joy. 

Yet in fome lands ſuch ignorance abounds 
Vhole pariſhes ſcarce know thy uleful founds : 


The advice given to Auguſtus by the Stoick philoſopher 
Athenodorus, who defired the emperour neither to ſay nor do 
any thing till he had firſt ſaid over the alphabet, as the ob- 
ſervance of this rule would moderate his paſſion, and nds 
rah words and actions. | 
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78 MISCELLANIES., 


Of Eſſex Hundreds Fame gives this report, 85 
But Fame I ween ſays many things in ſport : 

Scarce lives the man to whom thou ' it quite unknown, 
Tho few th' extent of thy vaſt empire own. 
Whatever wonders magick ſpells can do 


On earth, in air, in ſea, in ſhades below, 90 


What words profound and dark wile Mah' met ſpoke 
When his old cow an angel's figure took, 

What ſtrong enchantments fage Canidia knew, 
Or Horace ſung fierce monſters to ſubdue, 

O mighty Book! are all contain'd in you: 95. 
All human arts and ev'ry ſcience meet 


Within the limits of thy ſingle ſheet: 


From thy vaſt root all Learning's branches grow, 
And all her ſtreams from thy deep fountain flow. 
And Io! while thus thy wonders Iindite ICO 
Inſpir'd I feel the pow'r of which I write; 

The gentler gout his former rage forgets, 


Leis frequent now and leſs ſevere the fits; 


Looſe grow the chains which bound my uſeleſs feet, 

Stiffneſs and pain from ev'ry joint retreat, 105 

Surpriſing ſtrength comes ev'ry moment on; 

1 ſtand, I ſtep, I Walk, and now run. | 

Here let me ceaſe, my hobbling numbers ſtop, 

And at thy handle“ hang my crutches up. 109 
K Votiva Tabula. My. | 
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'MISCELLANIES. 79 


On Queen Caroline's rebuilding the Lodgings of tlie 
BLACK PRINCE AND HENRY V. 


AT QUEEN'S COLLEGE, OXFORD. 


Wurar bold and graceful ſoars, ſecure of ſame, 


Ihe pile now worthy great Philippa's name 


Mark that old Ruin, Gothick and uncouth, 


Where the Black Edward paſs'd his beardlefs youth, 

And the fifth Henry for his firſt renown 5 

Outitripp'd each rival in a ſtudent's gown. | 
In that coarſe age were princes fond to dwell 


With meagre monks and haunt the filent cell. 


Sent from the Monarch's to the Muſe's court 
Their meals were frugal and their ſleeps were ſhort ; 


Lo couch at curfeu time they thought no ſcorn, IT 
 Andiroze at matins ev'ry winter morn; 


They read an early book, the ſtarry frame, 


And liſp'd each conſtellation by its name, 


Art after art ſtill dawning to their view, 15 
And their mind op'ning as their ſtature grew. 

Yet whoſe ripe manhood ſpread our fame fo far, 
Sages in peace and demigods in war! | 
Vho ſtern in fight made echoing Creſſy ring, 

And mild in conquett ferv'd his captive king; 20 
Who gain'd at Agincourt the victor's bays, 
Nor took himſelf but gave good Heav'n the praiſe. 
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Thy nurſelings, ancient Dome! to virtue form'd, 


To mercy liſt'ning whilſt in fields they ſtorm'd; 


Fierce to the fierce, and warm th' oppreſt to ſave, 25 
Thro' life rever'd, and worſhipp'd in the grave. 
In tenfold pride their mould'ring roofs ſhall ſhine, 
The ſtately work of bounteous Caroline, 

And bleſt Philippa with unenvious eyes 

From heav'n behold her rival's fabrick rife. 30 


If ſtill, bright Saint! this ſpot deſerves thy care 


Incline thee to th* ambitious Muſe's pray'r; 
O couldſt thou win young William's bloom to grace 
His mother's walls and fill thy Edward's place, 


How would that genius whoſe propitious wings 35 


Have here twice hover'd o'er the ſons of kings 


Deſcend triumphant to his ancient ſeat 


And take in charge a third Plantagenet ! — 3 


ON THE DEATH OF 


THE EARL OF CADOGAN. 


Or Marlb'rough's captains and We friends 
The laſt Cadogan to the grave deſcends. h 
Low lies each hand whence Blenheim's glory ſprung, 
The chiefs who conquer'd and the bards who ſung. 


From his cold corſe tho' ev'ry friend be fled $ 


Lo! Envy waits, that lover of the dead. 


4 


MI3CELLANIPS, dt 


Thus did ſhe feign o'er Naſſau's hearſe to mourn, 


Thus wept infidious, Churchill! o'er thy urn, 


o blaſt the living gave the dead their due, | 
And wreaths herſelf had tainted trimm'd anew. 10 
'Thou yet unnam'd to fill his empty place, 

And lead to war thy country's growing race, 

Take ev'ry wiſh a Britiſh heart can frame, 

Add palm to palm and riſe from fame to fame! 


An hour muſt come when thou ſhalt hear with rage 


Thyſelf traduc'd, and curſe a thankleſs age: 16 
Nor yet for this decline the gen'rous ſtrife; 
Theſe ills, brave Man! ſhall quit thee with thy life: 


Alive tho' ſtain'd by ev'ry abject ſlave 


Secure of fame and juſtice in the grave. 20 

Ah! no—-when once the mortal yields to Fate 

The blaſt of Fame's ſweet trumpet ſounds too late, 

Too late to ſtay the ſpirit on its flight, a 

Or ſooth the new inhabitant of light, 55 

Who hears regardleſs, while fond man diſtreſt 25 

Hangs on the abſent and jaments the bleſt. 
Farewellthen Fame! ill ought thro' fields of blood, 

Farewell unfaithful promiſer of good! 

'{hou muſick warbling to the deafen'd ear! 

Thou incenſe waſted on the fun'ral bier! 30 

Thro' life purſu'd in vain, y death obtain'd, 

When af'd deny'd us, and when giv'n diſdain'd. 32 
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32 MISCELLANIES: 


OXFORD, A POEM *, 


INSCRIBED TO LORD LONSDALE, MDCCVII . 


PCC —— . — — — — 


_— 


VOnum opus eft intactæ Palladis urdem 
Carmine perpetuo cclebrare” 


HOR, I. Ode wit. 


—_— — 
— 


Wulksr you my Lord adorn that ſtately ſeat 
Where ſhining Beauty makes her ſoft retreat, 
Enjoying all thoſe graces uncontroll'd 

Which nobleſt youths would die but to behold, 
Whilſt you inhabit Lowther's awful pile, 2 4 
A ſtructure worthy of the ſounder's toil, | 
Amaz'd we ſee the former Lonſdale f ſhine 

In each deſcendant of his noble line, 

But moſt tranſported and ſurpris'd we view 

His ancient glories all reviv'd in you, 10 
Where charms and virtues join theif equal grace, 


: Your father's godlike ſoul, your mother's lovely face. 


* This poem is ſubjoined to Dr. Johnſon's Liſe of Tickell, 


from which it is copied. 


+ Richard, ſecond Lord Foun Lonſdale. He died of the 


ſmall pox Ht Dec. 1713. 
t Sir John Lowther, one of the early promoters of the Re- 
volution, was conſtituted Vicechamberlain to King William 


and Queen Mary on their advancement to the throne, created 


Baron Lowther and Viſcount Lonſdale 28th May 1696, and 
appointed Lord Privy Seal in 1699. He died 10th July 170. 
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Me Fortune and kind Heav'n's indulgent care 
To famous Oxford and the Muſes bear, 
Where of all ranks the blooming youths combine Is 


To pay due homage to the mighty Nine, | 


And ſnatch with ſmiling joy the laurel crown 
Due to the learned honours of the gown : 
Here I the meaneft of the tuneful throng - 
Delude the time with an unhallow'd ſong, 20 
Which thus my thanks to much lov'd Oxford peye 
In no ungrateful tho” unartful lays. 
Where ſhall I firſt the beauteous fcene diſcloſe, 

And all the gay variety expoſe ? 
For whereſoe'er I turn my wond'ring eyes 24 
Aſpiring tow'rs and verdant groves ariſe, | 
Immortal greens the fmiling plains array, 
And mazy rivers-murmur all the way. | 

O! might your eyes behold each ſparkling dome, 
And freely o'er the beauteous proſpect roam, 30 
Leſs raviſh*d your own Lowther you 'd furvey, 
Iho' pomp and tate the coſtly feat diſplay, 
Where Art ſo nicely has adorn'd the place 
That Nature's aid might ſeem an uſeleſs grace, 
Yet Nature's ſmiles ſuch various charms impart 35 
That vain and needleſs are the ſtrokes of Art. 
In equal ſtate our riſing ſtructures ſhine, 


Fram'd by ſuch rules and form'd by fuch deſign 
That here at once ſurpris'd and pleas'd we view 


Old Athens loſt and conquer'd in the new; 30 


84 | MISCELLANIES. 


More ſweet our ſhades more fit our bright abodes W 
For warbling Muſes and inſpiring gods. „ 
Great Vanbrug's ſelf might own each artful drauglit Hi 
Equal to models in his curious thought, _ 'An 
Nor ſcorn a fabrick by our plans to frame, 45 Ss Th 
Or in immortal labours ſing their fame: EF - N 1 
Both ways he ſaves them from deſtroying Fate : 80 f 
If he but praite them or but imitate. f | Ant 

See-where the ſacred Sheldon's haughty Jos +. Bae 
Rivals the ſtately pomp of ancient Rome, 50 F A 
Whoſe form ſo great and noble ſeems deſign' d | ; N 
'T* expreſs the grandeur of its founder” s mind: : Nur 

(lk Here in one lofty building we behold gee Z Nor 
Whate'er the Latian pride could boaſt of old. Fron 

I'rue no dire combats feed the ſavage cye 288 1 Tho 

And ſtrew the ſand with ſportive cruelty, And 


If 5 


<= 


— 034 — — 
— — — 8 


Ny 


2 833 
"=> * 2 — > = — 


— ———— OAT. — — EN" 
— 


F ID 
7 — 
——— 
— 


— Tune SAW Lf IIS I GRAD IR TT re no mT I CES Ae ra o . 1 or 
- 2 —— 5 222TTT1TTTTTTT ods .. ͤ HV. IG ct - 
= —: <A > I Wn — 3 2 S — 
— - — — — 


e == 
= 


22 — 22 
— — — 


30 DRE WED 


. 
EOS 9245 
S 
5 


Ut ; 
WWE): | . e1 1 x 
9 But more adorn'd with what the Muſe inſpires Let! 
1 It ſar outſhines their bloody theatres. | re 
Wh Delightful Scene! when here in equal verſe _ nn in 


9 4 i The youthful bards their godlike queen rehearſe, 69 4 And 
\ | To Churchill's wreaths Apollo's laurel join, | . | Only 
3 And ſing the plains of Hockſtet and Judoign. Be elt 
1 : Next let the Nuſe record our Bodley's ſeat , | , Here 
1 Nor aim at numbers like the ſubject great. . Colle 
WA All hail! thou Fabrick ſacred to the Nine, 65 2 Each 
ji Thy fame imn.ertal and thy form divine! 5 Thus 
li | * Sir John are | | 2 And t 
jr . he Theatre > 

160 | of The Bovlcian | Library, 
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Who to thy praiſe attemps the dang'rous flight 
Should in thy various tongues be taught to write, 


50 


SS 


60 


65 


His verſe like thee a lofty dreſs ſnould wear, 


And breathe the genius which inhabits there; 


Thy proper lays alone can make thee live 


And pay that fame which firſt thyſelf didſt give: 


So fountains which thro' ſecret channels flow, 


And pour above the floods they take below, 


Back to their father Ocean urge their way, 
And to the ſea the ſtreams it gave repay. 

No more we fear the military rage 
Nurs'd up in ſome obſcure barbarian age, 
Nor dread the ruin of our arts divine FEES. 
From thickſcull'd heroes of the Gothick line, 
Tho' pale the Romans ſaw thoſe arms advance, 
And wept their learning loſt in ignorance, 
Let brutal rage around its terrours ſpread, 
The living murder and conſume the dead, 
in impious fires let nobleſt writings burn, 
And with their authors ſhare a common urn, 
Only, ye Fates! our lov'd Bodleian ſpare, 
Be It and Learning's ſelf ſhall be your care; 
Here ev'ry art andev'ry grace ſhall join, 
Collected Phoebus here alone ſhall ſhine, 
Each other ſeat be dark and this be all divine. 
Thus wheu the Greeks imperial Troy defac'd, 
And to the ground its fatal walls debas'd, 

H 


70 


75 
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In vain they burn the work of hands divine, 1 


And vow deſtruction to the Dardan line, 95 


Whilſt good ZEncas flies ch' unequal wars, 

And with his guardian gods Iülus bears; 

Old Troy for ever ſtands in him alone, 

Aud all the Phrygian kings ſurvive in one. | 
Here ſtill preſides each ſage's rev'rend thade, 100 

In ſoft repoſe and eaſy grandeur laid; 

Their deathleſs works forbid their fame to die, 

Nor Time itſelf their perſons ſhall deſtroy, 

Preſerv'd within the living Gallery“. 

What greater giſt could bounteous Heav'n beſtow 105 

IJhan to be ſeen above and read below? | 

With deep reſpe& I bend my duteous head 

To ſee the faithſul likeneſs of the dead; 

But O! what Muſe can equal warmth impart ? 


The painter's ſkill tranſcends the poct's art. , 110 
When round the pictur'd founders I deicry, 


With goodneſs ſoſt and great with majeſly,. 

So much of life the artiul colours give, 

Scarce more within their colleges they live 

My blood begins in wilder rounds to roll, 115 

And pleaſing tumults combat in my foul, | 

An humble awe my downcatt eyes betray, 

And only leſs than adoration pay. 

Such were the Roman Fathers when o'ercome 

'They ſaw the Gauls inſult o'er conquer'd Rome, 120 
* 'The Ficture Gallery, | 
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ach captive ſeem'd the haughty victor's lord, 
And proſtrate chiefs their awful ſlaves ador'd. 
Such art as this adorns your Lowther's Hall, 
Where feaſting gods carouſe upon the wall; 
The nectar which creating paint ſupplies 125 
Intoxicates each pleas'd ſpectator's eyes, 
Who view amaz'd the figures heav'nly fair, 
And think they breathe the true Elyſian air: 
With ſtrokes ſo bold great Verrio's hand has drawn 
The gods in dwellings brighter than their own. 130 
Fir'd with a thouſand raptures I behold 

What lively features grac'd each bard of old; 
Such lips I think did guide his charming tongue, 

In ſuch an air as this the poet ſung, | 
Such eyes as theſe glow'd with the ſacred fire, 135 
And hands like theſe employ'd the vocal lyre. 
Quite raviſh'd | purſue each image o'er, 
And ſcarce admire their deathleſs labours more. 

See, where the gloomy Scaliger appears | 
Each ſhade is critick and each feature ſneers! 140 
The artful Ben ſo ſmartly ſtrikes the eye 

I more than ſee a fancy d comedy; 

The muddy Scotus crowns the motley ſhow, 
And metaphyſicks cloud his wrinkled brow ; 

But diſtant awe invades my beating breaſt 145 
Jo ſee great Ormond in the paint expreſt; 
With fear I view the figure from afar 
Which burns with noble ardour for the war; 4 
Hi ij 
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But near approaches free my doubting mind, 
To view ſuch ſweetneſs with ſuch grandeur join'd. 
Here ſtudious heads the graver tablet ſhows, 151 
And there with martial warmth the picture glows; 
The blooming youth here boaſts a brighter hue, 
And painted virgins far outſhine the true. 
Hail, Colours which with Nature bear aſtrife, T5 5 
And only want a voice to perfect life! 
The wond'ring ſtranger makes a ſudden ſtand, 
And pays low homage to the lovely band, 
Within each frame a real fair believes, 
And vainly thinks the mimick canvaſs lives, 160 
Till undeceiv'd he quits th' enchanting ſhow 
Pleas'd with the art tho' he laments it too. 
So when his Juno bold Ixion woo'd, 
And aim'd at pleaſures worthy of a god, 
A beauteous cloud was form'd by angry Jove 165 
Fit to invite tho? not indulge his love; 
The mortal thought he ſaw his goddeſs ſhine, 
And all the lying Graces look'd divine, 
But when with heat he claſp'd her fancy'd charms 
'The empty vapour baulk'd his eager arms. 170 
Loth to depart I leave th' inviting ſcene, 
Yet ſcarce forbear to view it o'er again, 
But {till new objects give a new delight, 
And various proſpects bleſs the wand'ring fight. 
Alofc in ſtate the airy tow'rs ariſe, 18 61475 
And with new luſtre deck the wond' ring ſkies. 
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Lo, to what height the ſchools aſcending reach 1 


Built with that art which they alone can teach; 


The loſty dome expands her ſpacious gate 


Where all the decent Graces jointly wait; 180 
In ev'ry ſhape the god of Art reſorts, 
And croveds of ſages fill th' extended courts. 

With wonders fraught the bright Muſeum Sk 
Itſelf the greateſt curioſity, | 

Where Nature's choiceſt treaſure all combin'd 18 5 

Delight at once and quite confound the mind; 
Ten thouſand ſplendours ſtrike the dazzled eye, 
And form on earth another Galaxy. 

Here colleges in ſweet confuſion riſe, 
There temples ſeem to reach their native ſkies; 190 
Spires tow'rsand groves compole the various ſhew, 
And mingled proſpects charm the doubting view. 
Who can deny their characters divine, 


Without reſplendent and inſpir'd within? 


But ſince above my weak and artleſs lays 195 
Let their own poets ſing their equal praiſe, 
One labour more my grateful Verſe renews, 

And rears aloft the low deſcending Muſe ; 

The building“ parent of my young eſſays 

Aiks in return a tributary praiſe. _ — 2c0 

Pillars ſublime bear up the learned weight, 

And antique ſages tread the pompous height, 

* Queen's College Library. 
| H 11 
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Whilſt guardian Muſes ſhade the happy piles, 
And all around diffuſe propitious ſmiles. 
Here Lancaſter, adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 205 
Stands chief in merit as the chief in place: 
To his lov'd name our earlieſt lays belong, 
The theme at once and patron of our ſong: 
Long may he o'er his much lov'd Queen's preſide, 
Our arts encourage and our counſels guide, 210 
Till after ages ſill'd with glad ſurpriſe 
Behold his image all majeſtick rife. 
Where now in pomp a venerable band, 
Princes, and queens, and holy fathers, ſtand, 
Good Fyggleslield * claims homage from the eye, 21 5 
And the hard ſtone ſeems ſoft with piety; 
The mighty monarchs {ill the ſame appear, 
And ev'ry marble frown provokes the war; 
Whilſt rugged rocks mark'd with Philippa's face 
Soften to charms, and glow with newborn grace. 220 
A ſight leſs noble did the warriours yield 
Transform'd to ſtatues by the Gorgon ſhield; 
Diſtorting fear the coward's form confeſt, 
And fury ſcem'd to heave the hero's breaſt; 
The lifeleſs rocks each various thought betray'd, 225 
And all the ſoul was in the ſtone diſplay'd. 
Too high, my Verſe! has been thy daring flight, 
Thy ſofter numbers now the groves invite, 
* Robert Egglesfield, B. D. the founder, 1340. 
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Where ſilent ſhades provoke the ſpeaking lyre, 


And cheerful objects happy ſongs inſpire, 230 
At once beſtow rewards and thoughts infuſe, 


Compoſe a garland and ſupply a Mule. 
Behold around, and fee the living green 
In native colours paints a blooming ſcene ; 
'Th* eternal buds no deadly winter fear, 235 
But ſcorn the coldeſt ſeaſon of the year; 
Apollo ſure will bleſs the happy place 


Which his own Daphne condeſcends to grace, 


For here the everlaſting laurels grow 

In ev'ry grotto and on ev'ry brow. 240 
Proſpects ſo gay demand a Congreve's ſtrains 

To call the gods and nymphs upon the plains; 

Pan yields his empire o'er the ſylvan throng, 

Pleas'd to ſubmit to his ſuperiour ſong, | 
Great Denham's genius looks with rapture down, 245 
And Spenſer's ſhade reſigns the rural crown. 

Fill'd with great thoughts a thouſand ſages rove 
Thro' ev'ry field and ſolitary grove, | 
Whoſe ſouls aſcending an exalted height 
Outſoar the drooping Muſe's vulgar flight, 250 
Ihat longs to ſee her darling vot'ries laid 
Beneath the covert of ſome gentle ſhade, 

Vhere purling ſtreams and warbling birds conſpire 


Lo aid th' enchantments of the trembling lyre. 


Bear me, ſome god, to Chriſt- church, royal ſeat! 25 5 
And lay me ſoftly in the green retreat | 
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Where Aldrich holds o'er wit the ſov'reign pow'r, 


And crowns the poets which he taught before. 


To Aldrich Britain owes her tuneful Boyle, 
The nobleſt trophy of the conquer'd iſle, 260 
Who adds new warmth to our poetick fire, 


And gives to England the Hihernian lyre. 


Philips by Phœbus and his Aldrich taught 


Sings with that heat wherewith his Churchill fought; | 
Unfetter*d in great Milton's ſtrain he writes, 265 


L'ke Milton's angels whilſt his hero fights 
Purſucs the bard whilſt he with honour can, 
Equals the poet and excels the man. 

O'er all the plains, the ſtreams, and woods, around 


The pleaſing lays of ſweeteſt bards reſound, 270 


A faithful echo ev'ry note returns, 

And liſt'ning river-gods neglect their urns. 

When Codrington * and Steele their verſe unrein, 
And form an eaſy unaftected ſtrain, 

A double wreath of laurel binds their brow, 275 
As they are pocts and are warriours too. 

Trapp's lofty ſcenes in gentle numbers flow, 

Like Dryden great, as ſoft as moving Rowe. | 
When youthful Harriſon with tuneful ſkill 279 
Makes Woodftock Park ſcarce yield to Cooper's Hill, 


Old Chaucer ſrom th' Elyſian Fields looks down, 


And ſees at length a genius like his own; 
- * The great benefactor to All Souls College. 
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Charm'd with his lays which reach the ſhades below” 
Fair Roſamonda intermits her wo, 

Forgets the anguiſh of an injur'd ſoul, 285 
The fatal poniard and envenom'd bowl. 

Apollo ſmiles on Magd'len's peaceful bow'rs, 
Perfumes the air and paints the grot with flow'rs 
Where Valden learn'd to gain the myrtle crown, 
And ev'ry Muſe was fond of Addiſon. 290 
Applauded Man! for weightier truſts deſign'd, 

For once diſdain not to unbend thy mind; 

Thy mother Ifis and her groves rehearſe, 

A ſubject not unworthy of thy verſe; 

So Latian fields will ceaſe to boaſt thy praiſe, 295 
And yield to Oxford painted in thy lays; 

And when the age to come, from envy free, 

Vat thou to Virgil giv'ſt ſhall give to thee, 

His immortal by the poet's ſcill 

*« Shall in the ſmooth deſcription murmur ſtill, 300 
New beauties ſhall adorn our ſylvan ſcene, . 
And in thy numbers grow for ever green. 

Danby's fam'd gift+ ſuch verſe as thine requizes, 
Exalted raptures and celeſtial fires; | 
Apollo here ſhould plenteouſly impart 305 
As well his ſinging as his curing art. | 

* Letter from Italy by Mr. Addiſon. 


The Phytick garden at Oxford. This hint was happily taken 
Up in 1713 by Dr. Evans. | | 
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Nature herſelf the healing Garden loves 
Which kindly her declining ſtrength improves, 
Batfcs the Nrokes of unrelenting Death, 
Can break his arrows and can blunt his teeth. 310 
How ſweet the landſc:pe! where in living trees 
Here frowns a vegetable Hercules, 

There fam'd Achilles learns to live again, 

And locks yet angry in the mimick ſcene, 

Here artful birds which blooming arbours ſhow 315 
Seem to fly higher whilſt they upwards grow; 
From the ſame leaves both arms and warriours riſe, 
And ev'ry bough a diff rent charm ſupplies. 

So when our world the great Creator made, 

And unadorn'd the fluggiſh Chaos laid, 3320 

Horrour and Beauty own'd their fire the ſame, 


And Form itſelf from Parent Matter came; 


That lum piſh maſs alone was ſource of all, 
And bards and themes had one original. 


In vain the groves demand my longer ſtay, 325 


The gentle Iſis wafts the Muſe away. 

With eaſe the river guides her wand'ring ſtream, 

And haſtes to mingle with uxorious 'Thame ; 

Attempting poets on her banks lie down, 

And quaff inſpirid the better Helicon 3 | 330 
Harmonious ſtrains adorn their various themes, 
Sweet as the banks and flowing as the ſtreams. 

Ble{s*dvwec whombounteous Fortune here has thrown, 


And made the various bleſſings all our own! 
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Nor crowns nor globes, the pageantry of ſtate, 335 
Upon our humble eaſy ſlumbers wait, 

Nor aught that is Ambitien's lofty theme 

Diſturbs our fleep and gilds the gaudy dream. 


Touch'd by no ills which vex th' unhappy great 


We only read the changes in the ſtate, 340 
Triumphant Marlb'rough's arms at diſtance hear, 


And learn from Fame the rough events of war, 


With pointed rhymes the Gallick tyrant pierce, 
And make the cannon thunder in our verſe. 
Sce how the-matchleſs youth their hours improve, 


And in the glorious way to knowledge move! 346 
Eager for fame prevent the riſing fun, | 

And watch the midnight labours of the moon. 

Not tender years their bold attempts reſtrain 

Who leave dull Time and haſten into man, 350 


Pure to.the ſoul and pleaſing to the eyes, 


Like angels youthful and like angels wiſe. 


Some learn the mighty deeds of ages gone, 
And by, the lives of heroes form their own 
Now view the Granique chok'd with heaps of lain, 
Ard warring worlds on the Pharſalian plain; 356 
Now hear the trumpets clengour from afar, 
And all the dreadful harmony of war; 


No trace thole ſecret tricks that loſt a ſtate, 


And learch the fine-ſpun arts that made it great; 360 
Correct thoſe errours that its ruin bred, 
and bid ſome long loſt empire rear its aneient head, 
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Others, to whom perſuaſive arts belong, 
(Words i in their looks and muſick on their tongue) 
Inſtructed by the wit of Greece and Rome 365 
Learn richly to adorn their native home, | 
Whilſt liſt' ning crowds conſeſs the ſweet ſurpriſe 
With pleaſure in their breaſts andwonder in their eyes. 
Here curious minds tlie latent ſeeds diſcloſe, 


And Nature's darkeſt labyrinths expoſe, 370 


Whilſt greater ſouls the diſtant worlds deſery, 
Pierce to the outſtreteh'd borders of the ſæy, [eye. þ 
Enlarge the ſearching mind and broad expand the 
O you whoſe riſing years fo great began, 


In whoſe bright youth I read the ſhining man, 375 


O Lonſdale! know what nobleſt minds approve, 


The thoughts they cheriſh and the arts they love; 


Let theſe examples your young boſom fire, 

And bid your foul to boundleſs height aſpire. 
Methinks I ſee you in our ſhades retir d, 380 
Alike admiring and by all admir'd ; | 

Your cloquence now charms my raviih'd ear, 
Which future ſenates ſhall tranſported hear; 

Now mournful verſe inſpires a pleaſing wo, 


And now your cheeks with warlike fury glow ; ; 385 1 
Whilſt on the paper fancy'd fields appear = 


And proſpects of imaginary war, 


Your martial ſoul ſees Hockſtet's fatal plain, 8 5 


Or fights the fam'd Ramillia o'er again. 
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But in vain theſe lofty names rehearſe, 390 
Above the ſaint attempts of humble verſe, | 
Which Garth ſhould in immortal trains deſign, 
or Addiſon exalt with warmth divine: 
A meaner ſong my tender voice requires, 


bh | And fainter lays confeſs the fainter fires, 395 
i By Nature fitted for an humble theme, | 
0 A painted proſpect or a murm' ring ſtream, 
* To tune a vulgar note in Echo's praiſe, 
| = Whilſt Echo's ſelf reſounds the flatt'ring lays, - - 
Or whilſt I tel how Myra's charms ſurpriſe gco 


Paint roſes on her cheeks and ſuns within her eyes. 
Ol did proportion'd height to me belong 
Great Anna's name ſhould grace th' ambitious ſong, 
Illuſtrious dames ſhould round their queen reſort, 
And Lonſdale's mother crown the ſplendid court; 405 
Her noble ſon ſhould boaſt no vulgar place, 
3 But ſhare the ancient honours of his race, 
2 _ Whilſt each fair daughter's face and conq' ring yes. 
To Venus only ſhould ſubmit the prize. 
O matchleſs Beauties, more than heav'nly fair, 410 
= Your looks reſiſtleſs and divine your air 
83 Let your bright eyes their bounteous beams diffuſe, 
Aud no fond bard ſhall aſk an uſeleſs Muſe; 
& Their kindling rays excite a noble fire, | 
Give beauty to the ſong and muſick to the lyre. 473 
This charming theme I ever could — | 
And W the inſpiration ever , 
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98 MISCELLANIES, 
Did not the god my wand'ring pen reſtrain, 
And bring me to his Oxford back again, 
Oxford! the goddeſs Muſe's native home, 420 
Inſpir'd like Athens and adorn'd like Rome, 
Hadſt thou of old been Learning's fam'd retreat, 
And Pagan Muſes choſe thy lovely ſeat, 
O how unbounded had their fiction been! 
What fancy'd viſions had adorn'd the ſcene! 425 


Upon each hill a ſylvan Pan had ſtood, 


And ev'ry thicket boaſted of a god, 
Satyrs had frifk'd in each poetick grove, 


Ang not a ſtream without its Nymphs could move; 


Each ſummit had the train of Muſes ſhow'd, 430 
And Hippocrene in ev'ry fountain flow'd: 
The tales adorn'd with each poetick grace 
Had. look d almoſt as charming ds the place. 
Ev'n now we hear the world with tranſ ports own 


"Thoſe ſictions by more wondrous truths outdone. 435 


Here pure Euſebia keeps her holy ſeat, 
And Themis ſmiles from heav'n on this retreat; 


Our chaſter Graces own reſin'd deſires, 


And all our Muſes burn with Veſtal fires; | 
Whilſt guardian angels our Apollos itand, 440 
Scatt'ring rich favours with a bounteous hand 
To bleſs the happy air and ſanctiſy the land. 

© pleafing Shades! O ever green Retreats! 
ve learned Grottoes and ye facred Seats! 


30 
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Never may you politer arts refuſe, _ 445 


But entertain in peace the baſhful Muſe! 

So may you be kind Heav'n's diſtinguiſh'd care, 
And may your fame be laſting as it is fair! 

Let greater bards on fam'd Parnaſſus dream, 
Or taite th' inſpiring Heliconian ſtream, 450 
Yet whilſt our Oxſord is the bleſsd abode | 


Ofev'ry Muſe and ev'ry tuneful god 
_ Parnaſſus owns its honours far outdone, 


And Iſis boaſts more bards than Helicon. 
A thouſand bleſſings I to Oxford owe, 455 
But you my Lord th' inſpiring Muſe beſtow: 


Grac'd with your name th* unpoliſh'd poem ſhines ; 


You guard its faults and conſecrate the lines: 

O! might you here meet my deſiring eyes 

My drooping ſong to nobler heights wou'd riſe; 460 
Or might I come to breathe your northern air 

Yet ſhould I find an equal pleaſure there; 

Your preſence would the harſher climate ſooth, 


Huſh ev'ry wind and ev'ry mountain ſmooth, 


Would bid the groves in ſpringing pomp ariſe, 465 

And open charming viſtas to the eyes, 

Would make my trifling verſe be heard aronnd, 

And ſportive Echo play the empty ſound : 

With you I ſhould a better Phoebus find, 

And oven in you alone the charms of Oxford join'd. 470 
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MISCELLANIES, 


_ PROLOGUE 
ro THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 1713. 


Wuar kings henceforth ſhall reign, what ſtates be 
Is fix d at length by Anna's juſt decree; [free, 
Whoſe brows the Muſe's ſacred wreath ſhall fit 
Is left to you the arbiters of wit. | 
With beating hearts the rival poets wait 5 
Till you Athemans ſhall decide their fate, 
Secure when to theſe learned feats they come 
Of equal judgment and impartial doom. 
Poor is the player's fame, whote whole renown 

Is but the praife of a capricious town, 10 
While with mock majeſty and fancy'd pow'r 
He ſtruts in robes, the monarch of an hour! 
Ofc wide of nature muſt he act a part, 
Make love in tropes, in bombaſt break his heart, 
In turn and ſimile reſign his breath, og Is 
And rhyme and quibble in the pangs of death. 
We bluſh when plays like theſe receive applauſe, 
And laugh in ſecret at the tears we cauſe, 
With honeſt ſcorn our own fucceſs diſdain, 
A worthleſs honour and inglorious gain. 20 

No trifling ſcenes at Oxford ſhall appear; 
Well what we bluſh to act may you to hear. 
'To you our fam'd our ſtandard plays we bring, 
The work of pocts whom you taught to ſing: 
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MISCELLANIES, | 10 


Tho? crown'd with fame they dare not think it due, 


Nor take the laurel till beſtow'd by you. 26 


Great Cato's ſelf, the glory of the ſtage! 
Who charms, corrects, exalts, and fires, the age, 
Begs here he may be try'd by Roman laws; 


To you, O Fathers! he ſubmits his cauſe: 30 


He reſts not in the people's gen'ral voice 

Till you the ſenate have confirm'd his choice. 
Fine is the ſecret, delicate the art, 

To wind the paſſions and command the heart! 


For fancy'd ills to force our tears to flow, „ 


And make the gen'rous ſoul in love with wo, 

To raiſe the ſhades of heroes to our view, 

Rebuild fall'n empires and old time renew, 

How hard the taſk! how rare the godlike rage! 
None ſhould preſume to dictate for the ſtage 40 


But ſuch as boaſt a great extenſive mind, 


Enrich'd by Nature and by Art refin'd, 

Who from the ancient ſtores their knowledge bring, 
And taſted early of the Muſle's ſpring. 

May none pretend upon her throne to fit 45 
But ſuch as ſprung from you are born to wit: 

Choſen by the mob their lawleſs claim we ſlight ; 


Your's is the old hereditary right. | 48 
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102 MISCELLANIES, 


COLIN AND LUCY, 


A BALLAD. 


Or Leinfter, fam'd for maidens fair, 


Bright Lucy was the grace, 


Nor c'er did Liffy's linipid ſtream 
Reflect ſo ſweet a face; 


Till luckleſs love and pining care 
Impair'd her roſy hue, 

Her coral lips and damalk cheeks, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. | 


Oh ! have you ſeen a lily pale 
When beating rains deſcend ? 


So droop'd the flow-conſuming maid, 


Her life now near its end. 


| By Lucy warn'd, of flatt” ring ſwains 


Take heed, ye eaſy Fair! 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Te perzur'd Swains! beware, 


Three times all in the dead of risk. 
A bell was heard to ring, 

And ſhrieking at her window thrice 
Ihe raven flapp'd his wing. 
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Too well the lovelorn maiden knew 

The ſolemn boding found, 

And thus in dying words beſpoke 

The virgins weeping round: | 24 


e hear a voice you cannot hear 

© Which ſays I muſt not ſtay; 

<« ] ſce a hand you cannot fee | 
„Which beckons me away. 5 


© By a falſe heart and broken vows 

In early youth I die. 

« WasT to blame becauſe his bride | | 
«© Was thrice as rich as 1 ? N | 33 


Ah, Colin! give not her thy vows, 

© Vows due to me alone; | 

“Nor thou, fond Maid! receive his kiſs, 

Nor think him all thy own. | 36 


« To-morrow in the church to wed 

** Impatient both prepare 

„But know, fond Maid! and know, falſe Man 
That Lucy will be there. 4I 


16 


Ihen bear my corſe, my Comrades! bear, 
*©'This bridegroom blithe to meet, 
He in his wedding- trim ſo gay, 
in my windingſheet,” _ 44 


20 


* 
1 
Ws, | 
I * 
* , 
5 
"5% 
1 
13 
* 
# 
5 
4 
71 
1 * 
75 . 
: 
” 
4 
+” 
ds 
1 
"1 
”, 
4 
, : 
: 
7 
Fl 
4 
* 
9 0 
„ , 
of, ' 
* f 
bd - 
Ch. 
X tf * 
WL 
F 1 
» ; 
| : 
Y 
"HT 
* P 
4 ; P 
* 
94 q 
* | 
* n 
"=. 
* 
1 
— 
* e 
+ 
. 
Wo + 
3H 
_— , 
_—_— 
1 
"4 
7 * 1 
. ' 
4 1 
— 0} 
go" + is! 
1 1 
t 4 7 
Wes | 
_ : 
3 1 
5 
AR: 14 
(li 2 . 
. 
1 
* ** 
*. 
1 
, 
= „ 
9 
f 
75 ? 
—_— 
WE | 
: : 
4 
* 
„ 
. 
24 
Is 
& Ti 
BY 


104 MISCELLANIES. 


She ſpoke; ſhe dy'd. Her corſe was borne 
The bridegroom blithe to meet, 

He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 

She in her windingſheet, 


Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts: 
How were theſe nuptials kept? 

The brideſmen flock'd round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 


Confuſion, ſhame, 1 deſpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 


He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 


From the vain bride, ah' bride no more! 
The varying crimſon fied, 

When ſtretch'd before her rival's corſe 

She ſaw her huſband dead. 


Then to his Lucy's newmade grave 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 

One mould with her, beneath one ſod, 
For ever he remains, 


Oſt at this grave the conſtant hind 


And plighted maid are ſeen; 
With garlands grey and trucloveknots 
'They deck the facred green, 
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MISCELLANIES, 


But, Swain forſworn ! whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 

And fear to meet him there. 


_ AN IMITATION 
ee 
THE PROPHECY OF NEREUS, 
FROM HOR. BOOK III. oDE xxv. 


Dicam inſigne, recent, adbuc 

Zudictum ore alio ; non ſecus in jugis 
Ex fomms flupet Eias 

Heorum preſpic lens, et nive candidus 
Tracen ac pede barbaro 

Luſtrataom Rhodopen, Hok. 


As Marr his round one morning took, 
(Whom ſome call Earl and ſome call Duke) 
And his new brethren of the blade 
Shiv'ring with fear and froſt furvey'd, 


. On Perth's bleak hills he chanc'd to ſpy 


An aged wizard fix feet high, 
With briftled hair and vilage blighted, 


Walley'd, barehaunch'd, and ſecondſighted. 


Ihe grifly ſage in thought profound 


Bcheld the chief with back ſo round, 
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Then roll'd his eyeballs to and fro 

O'er his paternal hills of ſnow, 

And into theſe tremendous ſpeeches 
Broke forth the prophet without breeches: 

Into what ills betray'd by thee 

This ancient kingdom do 1 ſee ! 

* Her realms unpeopled and forlorn; 

* Wae 's me that ever thou wert born! 
Proud Engliſh loons (our Clans o'crcome) | 
On Scottiſh pads ſhall amble home; 

e] ſee them dreſt in bonnets blue, 

(The ſpoils of thy rebellious crew) 

<< ſee the target caſt away, TN 
And checker'd plaid become their prey; : 
The checker'd plaid, to make a gown 
« For many a laſs in London town. 

In vain thy hungry mountaineers 
«Come forth in all thy warlike geers, 
The ſhield, the piſtol, durk, and dagger, 
In which they daily wont to ſwagger, 
And oft' have ſally'd out to pillage _ 
© 'The henrooſts of ſome peaceful village, 
© Or while their neighbours were aſleep 
Have carry'd off a lowland ſheep. 


*« What boots thy highborn hoſt of beggars, 


% Macleans, Mackenzies, and Macgregors, 
* With Popiſh cutthroats, perjur'd rufhans, 
And Forſter's troop of ragamuflins ? 
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MISCELLANIES 107 


er Tn vain thy lads around thee bandy, 
& Inflam'd with bagpipe and with brandy. 40 
« Doth not bold Sutherland the truſty, | 
„With heart ſo true and voice ſo ruſty, 
6 A loyal ſoul!) thy troops aftright, 
„ While hoarſely he demands the fight? 
Doſt thou not gen'rous Ilay dread, 45 
The braveſt hand, the wiſeſt head! | 
& T]ndaunted-doſt thou hear th' alarms 
* Of hoary Athol ſheath'd in arms? 
«© Douglas, who draws his lineage down 
© From thanes and peers of high renown, 50 
„Fiery and young, and uncontroll'd, 
„With knights and ſquires, and barons bold, 
(is noble houſchold band) advances, 
nd on the milkwhite courſer prances. 
hee Forfar to the combat dares, 55 
« Grown ſwarthy in Iberian wars; | 
* And Monro kindled into rage 
* Sourly defics thee to engage; 
He '] rout thy foot tho' ne'er ſo many, 
* And horſe to boot—if thou hadſt any. 60 
*« But ſee Argyle with watchful eyes 
<« Lodg'd in his deep entrenchments lies; 
* Couch'd like a lion in thy way 
© ile waits to ſpring upon his prey, 
* While like a herd of tim'rons deer 8 
Ihy army ſhakes and pants with fear, 
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1 | Led by their doughty gen'ral's ſkill 
1 From frith to frith, from hill to hill. 3 
1 al « Is thus thy haughty promiſe paid | ; 
W | © 'That to the Chevalier was made, 79 | 
4 4 © When thou didſt oaths and duty barter '$ Al 
' 4 e For dukedom, gen'ralihip, and garter? Rt 
I Three moons thy Jemmy ſhall command | | I « 
. « With Highland ſceptre in his hand, 14. = How 
1 © Too good for his pretended birth. 55 DE EFnch 
i «© Then down ſhall fall the King of Perth, & Our: 
. «Tis ſo decreed; for George ſhall reign, in he 
U 6 And traitors be forſworn in vain; | : And 
£ | « Heav'n ſhall for ever on him ſmile, | = Th 
3 «< And bleſs him ſtill with an Argyle 80 And 
. „While thou purſu'd by vengeful foes, = Tocc 
5 „ Condemn'd to barren rocks and ſnows, ST WT 
| 1 | « And hinder'd paſſing Inverlocky, | Nor! 
4 « Shall burn thy clan and curſe poor Jocky.“ 83 Pleas 
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EPISTLES. 


TO THE SUPPOSED 


AUTHOR OF THE SPECTATOR. 


I x courts licentious and a ſhameleſs ſtage 

How long the war ſhall wit with virtue wage ? 
Enchanted by this proſtituted fair 

Our youth run headlong in the fatal ſnare, 

In height of rapture claſp unheeded pains, 5 
And ſuck pollution thro' their tingling veins. 


_ Thyſpotleſs thoughts unſhock'dthe prieſt may hear, 


And the pure Veſtal in her boſom wear, 

To conſcious bluſhes and diminiſh'd pride 

Thy glaſs betrays what treach'rons love would hide; 

Nor harſh thy precepts, but infus'd by ſtealth, 11 

Pleas'd while they cure and cheat us into health. 

Thy works in Chloe's toilet gain a part, 

And with his tailor ſhare the foppling's heart. 

Laſh'd in thy ſatire the penurious Cit | 15 

Laughs at himſelf and finds no harm in wit. 

From felon gameſters the raw ſquire 1s free, 

And Britain owes her reſcu'd oaks to thee. 

His miſs the frolick Viſcount dreads to toaſt, | 

Or his third cure the ſhallow Templar boaſt; 20 
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And the raſh fool who ſcorn'd the beaten road 

Dares quake at thunder and confeſs his God. 
The brainleſs ſtripling who expell'd the Town 

Damn'd the ſtiff college and pedantick gown, 

Aw'd by thy name is dumb, and thrice a-week 25 

Spells uncouth Latin and pretends to Greek. 

A ſaunt' ring tribe! ſuch born to wide eſtates 

With Yea and No in ſenates hold debates; 

At length deſpis'd each to his fields retires, 

Firſt with the dogs, and king amidſt the ſquires; 30 

From pert to ſtupid ſinks ſupinely down, 

In youth a coxcomb and in age a clown. 


Such readers ſcorn'd, thou wingſt thy daring flight 


Above the ſtars and treadſt the fields of light: : 
Tame heav'n and hell are thy exalted theme, 35 
And viſions ſuch as Jove himfelf might dream; 


Man funk to flavery tho” to glory born, 


Heav*n's pride when upright, anddeprav'd his ſcorn, 
Such hints alone could Britiſh Virgil lend, 


And thou alone deſerve from ſuch a friend: 40 | 


A debt ſo borrow'd is illuſtrious ſhame, 

And fame.when ſhar'd with him is double fame. 
So fluſh'd with ſweets by Beauty's queen beſtow'd 
With more than mortal charms Zneas glow'd; 
Such gen'rous ſtrifes Eugene and Marlb'rough try, 


And as in glory ſo in friendſhip vie. 1 1 46 


Permit theſe Lines by thee to live— nor blame 
A Muſe that pants and languiſhes for fame, 
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That fears to ſink when humbler themes ſhe ſings, 

Loft in the mals of mean forgotten things. 50 
Receiv'd by thee I propheſy my Rhymes | 

'The praiſe of virgins 1n fucceeding times: 

Mix'd with thy works their life no bounds ſhall ns, 

But ſtand protected as inſpir'd by thee.. 

So ſome weak ſhoot which elſe would poorly riſe 
Jove's tree adopts, and lifts him to the ſkies; 55 
Thro' the new pupil foſt' ring juices flow, 

Thruſt forth the gems and give the low'rs to blow} 
Act, immortal reigns the plant unknown. 
With vorrow'd lie and vigour not his on. 60 


TO MR. ADDISON; 


ON HIS OPERA OF KOSAMOND., 


— — rapes Cc” os Lee , — . rr —— 
88 Ne f xte pudori 
git tibi Muſa lyre@ ſolers, & © cantor Apollo? © . 


— — 


Tue 080 ra Gef Italian maſters taught, Fad 
Eurich'd with ſongs, but innocent of thought: 
Britannia's learned theatre diſdains 
Melodious trifles and enervate ſtrains, 
And bluſhes on her injur'd {tage to ſee 1 
Nonſenſe well tun'd and ſweet ſtupidity. 

No charms are wanting to thy artful long, 
volt as Corelli and as HY irgil ſtrong : 
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When drown'd in tears I ſee th' imploring fair; 


112 EFISTLES, 


From words ſo ſweet new grace the notes receive, 
And Muſick borrows helps ſhe us'd to give. 10 
Thy ſtyle hath match'd what ancient Romans knew, 
Thy flowing numbers far excel the new, 
Their cadence in ſuch eaſy found convey'd 
The height of thought may ſeem ſuperfl'ous aid; 
Yet in ſuch charms the noble thoughts abound 15 
That needleſs ſeem the ſweets of eaſy ſound, 
Landſcapes how gay the bow'ry grotto yields 
Which Thought creates and laviſh Fancy builds! 
What art can trace the viſionary ſcenes, 
The flow'ry groves and everlaſting greens, 
The babbling ſounds that mimick Echo plays, 
The Fairy ſhade and its eternal maze ! 
Nature and Art in all their charms combin'd, 
And all Elyſium to one view confin'd! 
No further could imagination roam 25 
TillVanbrugfram'dand Marlb' rough rais'd the dome. 
Len thouſand pangs my anxious boſom tear 


When bards leſs ſoft the moving words ſupply, 
A ſceming juſtice dooms the nymph to die: 
Nut here ſhe begs, nor can ſhe beg in vain, 


4 In dirges thus expiring ſwans complain $3 | 4 þ Þ oo! 
Tach verſe ſo ſwells expreſſive of her woes, 1 Andi 
And ev'ry tear in lines ſo mournful flows, 2 By th: 
We ſpite of fame her fate revers'd believe, 33 And f. 


O'erlook her crimes, and think ſhe ought to live. 


33 


E PIS TI. ES. 413 


L et joy ſalute fair Roſamonda's ſhade, + 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely. maid. 
While now perhaps with Dido's ghoſt ſhe raves, 
And hears and tells the ſtory of their loves, 40 
Alike they mourn, alike they bleſs their fate, 
Since love which made them wretched makes them 
Nor longer that relentleſs doom bemoan [great, 
Which gain'd a Virgil and an Addifon. 1 > 

Accept, great Monarch of the Britifh lays! 435 
The tribute ſong an humble ſubject pays: 
So tries the artleſs lark her early flight, 

And ſoars to hail the god of Verſe and Lighhlt. 
Unrivall'd as unmatch'd be ſtill thy fame, 
And thy own laurels ſhade thy envy'd name! 30 
Ihy name, the boaſt of all the tuneful quire, 

Shall tremble on the ſtrings of ev'ry lyre 
While the charm'd reader with thy thought com- } 
Feels correſponding joys or ſorrows riſe, [plies, 
And views thy. Roſamond with Henry's eyes. 58 


| TO THE SAME, | 
ON HIS TRAGEDY OF CATO. 
IQ 00 long hath love engroſs'd Britannia's ſtage, 
And ſunk to ſoftneſs all our tragick rage; 
By that alone did empires fall or riſe, 


And fate depended on a fair one's eyes: 
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The ſweet infection mixt with dang'rous art 5 


Debas'd our manhood while it footh'd the heart : 
You ſcorn to raiſe a grief thyſelf muit blame, 
Nor from our weaknefs ſteal a vulgar fame: 
A patriot's fall may juſtly melt the mind, 
And tears flow nobly ſhed for all mankind. 10 
Ho do our ſouls with gen'rous pleafure glow, 
Our hearts exulting while our eyes 0'crflow, 
When thy firm hero ſtands beneath the weight 
Of all his fuff rings venerably great, | 
Rome's poor remains {till thelt*ring by his fide 15 
With confcious virtue and becoming pride! 
The aged oak thus rears his head in air, 


His ſap exhauſted and his branches bare; | 
M idſt ſtorms andearthquakes he maintains his ſtate, 


Fixt deep in earth and faſten'd by his weight; 20 
His naked boughs flill lend the ſhepherds aid, 
And his old trunk projects an awful ſnade. 

EA midſt the joys triumphant peace beſtows 
Our patriots ſadden at his glorious woes; 

A while they let the world's great bus'neſs wait, 25 
Anxious for Rome, and ſigh for Cato's fate. 5 


Tere taught how ancient heroes roſe to fame 


Our Britons crowd and catch the Roman flame, 
Where ſtates and ſenates well might lend an car, 


And kings and prieſts without a bluſh appear. 30 


France boaſts no more, but fearful to engage 
Now firſt pays homage to ker rival's ſtage, 
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5 | Haſtes to learn thee, and learning ſhall ſubmit 
Alike to Britiſh arms and Britiſh wit: 

No more ſhe Il wonder, forc'd to do us right, 35 
Who think like Romans could like Romans fight, 


| _ Thy Oxford ſmiles this glorious work to ſee, 
10 4 And fondly triumphs in a fon like thee, 
7 7 The ſenates, conſuls, and the gods of Rome, 
: | Like old acquaintance at their native home, 40 
In thee we find each deed each word expreſt, 
f And ev'ry thought that ſwell'd a Roman breaſt, 
1; | We trace each hint that could thy ſoul inſpire 
With Virgil's judgment and with Lucan's fire. 
2 We know thy worth, and give us leave to boait 
: We moſt admire becauſe we know thee molt. 46 
ate, 
» i TO THE EARL OF WARWICK, 


ON THE DEATH OF MR. ADDISON, 


Ie dumb too long the drooping Muſe hath ſtay' d 
And left her debt to Addiſon unpaid, 
Blame not her ſilence, Warwick! but bemoan, 
And judge, oh judge my boſom by your own! 
What mourner ever felt poetick fires! _ 5 
Slow comes the verſe that real wo inſpires: 
Grief unaffected ſuits but ill with art, | 
Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart. 
Can I forget the diſmal night that gave 
My ſoul's beſt part for ever to the grave! fs 
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[ How ſilent did his old companions tread -: ./ Chief: 
. By midnight lamps the manſions of the dead., Stern 
1 | Thro' breathing ſtatues, then unheeded things, Juſt n 
th Thro' rows of warriours and thro' walks of kings! And ſ. 
1 What awe did the flow ſolemn knell inſpire, 15 Ne er 
x The pealing organ and the pauſing choir, e | 
1 The duties by the lawn-rob'd prelate paid, Nor e 
q And the laſt words that duſt to duit convey'd! A fair 
6 While ſpeechleſs o'er thy cloſing grave we bend, In v 
. Accept theſe tears thou dear departed friend! 20 What 
ö Oh, gone for ever! take this long adieu, þ A win; 
L, And fleep in peace next thy lov'd Montague. ; From. \ 
4 To ſtrew freſh laurels let the taik be mine, , Or cur! 
1 A frequent pilgrim at thy facred ſhrine; 3 Of Hes 
Þ Mine with true ſighs thy abſence to bemoan, 25 7 Docs h 
0 And grave with faithful epitaphs thy ſtone. 1 ; How 
|; If e'er from me thy lov'd memorial part 5 Or „mi. 
ll May ſhame afflict this alienated heart! In hym 
Ol thee forgetful if I form a fong Or doſt 
j | ty lyre be broken and untun'd my tongue, 30 A taſk » 
My grief be doubled from thy image free, | Oh! if I 
And mirtha torment unchaſtis'd by thee! S | To me | 
Oft' let me range the gloomy aiſles alone, 'Y When r 
Sad luxury! to vulgar minds unknown, When p 
Along the walls where ſpeaking marbles ſhow | 33 In ſilent 
What worthies form the hallow'd mould below: 4 And tur 
Proud names! who once the reins of empire held, 3 Lend thi 
In arms who triumph'd or in arts excell'd, | I Till blif, 


EPIST LES. 117 


Chiefs grac'd with ſcars and prodigal of blood, 
Stern patriots who for ſacred Freedom ſtood, 40 
Juſt men by whom impartial laws were giv'n, 
And ſaints who taught and led the way to heav'n. 
Ne'er to theſe chambers where the mighty reſt 
Since their foundation came a nobler gueſt, 

Nor e' er was to the bow'rs of bliſs convey'd 45 
A fairer ſpirit or more welcome ſhade. 

In what new region to the juſt aflign'd, 

What new employments pleaſe th' unbody'd mind? 
A winged Virtue thro' th' ethereal ſky 
From world to world unweary'd does he fly, 50 
Or curions trace the long laborious maze 
Of Heav'n's decrees where wond'ring angels gaze! ? 
Docs he delight to hear bold ſeraphs tell 
How Michael battled and the dragon fell, . 
Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 55 
In hymns of love not ill efſay'd below? 
br doſt thou warn poor mortals left behind ? 

A4. taſk well ſuited to thy gentle mind. 

3 Oh! if ſometimes thy ſpotleſs form deſcend, 


Lo me thy aid, thou guardian Genius! lend. 60 


When rage miſguides me or when fear alarms, 
When pain diſtreſſes or when pleaſure charms, 

In filent whiſp'rings purer thoughts impart, 

And turn from ill a frail and feeble heart, 

Lead thro? the paths thy virtue trod before, 65 
Till bliſs ſhall join nor death can part us more. 
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That awful form which, ſo the Heav'ns decree, 2 
Muſt ſtill be lov'd and ſtill deplor'd by me, 


In nightly viſions ſeldom fails to riſe, 
Or rous'd by Fancy meets my waking cyes. 70 


If bus'neſs calls or crowded courts invite 


Th' unblemiſh'd ſtateſman ſeems to ſtrike my fight; 


If in the ſtage | ſeek to ſooth my care 

I meet his ſoul, which breathes in Cato there; 3 

Iſ penſive to the rural ſhades | rove, I; 75 
His ſhape o'ertakes me in the lonely grove ; 

*F' was there of juſt ans good he reaſon'd ſtrong, 


 Clear'd ſome great truth or rais'd ſome ſerious ſong; 


There patient ſhow'd us the wiſe courſe to ſteer, 

A candid cenſor and a friend ſevere 80 

There taught us ho to live and (ch too high 

The price for knowledge) taught us how to die. 
Thou Hill! whoſe brow the antique ſtructures grace 

Rear ' d by bold chiefs of Warwick's noble race, 

Why, once ſo lov'd, whene'er thy bow'r appears 83 

O'er my dim eyeballs glance the ſudden tears ! 

How ſweet were once thy proſpects freſh and fair, 

Thy floping walks and unpoliuted air! | 

How ſweet the glooms bencath thy aged trees, 

Thy noontide ſhadow and thy ev'ning breeze! 90 

His image thy forſaken bow'rs reſtore, 

Thy walks and airy proſpects charm no more, 

No more the ſummer in thy glooms allay'd, 


Thy ev'ning breezcs and thy noonday ſhade, 
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0 Bereft of him who taught me how to fing, 

1 And theſe ſad accents murmur'd o'cr his urn 

t; 1 Betray that abſence they attempt to mourn. ICO 
4 O! muſt I then (now freih my boſom bleeds, 

And Craggs in death to Addiſon ſucceeds) 

5 l be verſe begun to one loſt friend prolong, 
And weep a ſecond in th' unfiniſn'd ſong! 1o4 
= Theſe works divine which on his deathbed laid 

1 4 To thee, O Craggs ! th' expiring Sage convey'd, 

BS Great but il]-omen'd monument of fame, 

0 4 Nor he ſurviv'd to give nor thou to claim; 

Su ift after him thy ſocial ſpirit flies, 
And cloſe to his, how ſoon! thy coffin lies. 118 
ce | Blef Pair! whoſe union future bards Hall tell | 

inn future tongues, each other's boaſt, farewell! 

P 4 Farewell! whom join'd in fame, in friendſhip try'd, 

No chance could fever nor the grave divide. 114 


; EPISTLES, 119 
3 From other ills however Fortune frown'd 935 
5 Some reſuge in the Muſe's art I found; 

4 Reluctant now I touch the trembling ſtring, 


AN EPISTLE 
From a Lady in England to a Gentleman at Avignon. 
0 5 | | 
Jo thee, dear Rover! and thy vanguiſh'd friends, 
The health ſhe wants thy gentle Chloe ſends: 
Tho' much you ſuffer think I ſuffer more, 
Worſe than an exile on my native ſhore, 
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Companions in your maſter's flight you roam 5 

Unenvy'd by your haughty foes at home; 

For ever near the Royal Outlaw's fide 

You ſhare his fortunes and his hopes divide, 

On glorious ſchemes and thoughts of empire dwell, 

And with imaginary titles iwell. 00 
Say, for thou know'ſt I own his ſacred line, 

The palhve doctrine and the right divine, 

Say, what new ſuccours does the Chief prepare ? 

The ſtrength of armies or the force of pray'r! 

Does he from heav'n or earth his hopes derive? 15 

From ſaints departed or from prieſts alive? ſſtand, 


Nor ſaints nor prieſts can Brunſwick's troops with- 


And beads drop uſeleſs thro* the zealot's hand. 

Heav'n to our vows may tuture kingdoms owe, 

But ſkill and courage win the crowns below. 20 
Ere to thy cauſe and thee my heart inclin'd, 

Or love to party had ſeduc'd my mind, 

In female joys I took a dull delight, 

Slept all the morn and punted half the night; 

But now with fears and publick cares poſſeſt 25 

The Church! the Church! for ever breaks my reſt. 

The Poſtboy on my pillow 1 explore, 

And ſift the news of ev'ry foreign ſhore, 

Srudious to find new friends and new allies, 

What armies march from Sweden in diſguiſe, 30 

How Spain prepares her banners to unfold, 

And Rome deals out her bleſſings and her gold; 
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Then o'er the map my finger taught to ſtray 

Croſs many a region marks the winding way; 

From ſea to ſea, from realm to realm, I rove, 3g 

And grow a mere geographer by love; 

But ſtill Avignon and the pleaſing coaſt 

That holds thee baniſh'd claims my care the moſt; 

Oft' on the wellknown ſpot I fix my eyes, | 

And ſpan the diſtance that between us lies. 40 
Let not our James tho' foil'd in arms deſpair 

Whilſt on his ſide he reckons half the fair. 

In Britain's lovely iſle a ſhining throng 

War in his cauſe, a thouſand beauries ſtrong. 

Th' unthinking victors vainly boaſt their pow'rs; 45 

Be theirs the muſket while the tongue is ours. 

We reaſon with ſuch fluency and fire 

The beaux we baMe and the learned tire, 

Againſt her prelates plead the church's cauſe, 

And irom our judges vindicate the laws. 30 


. | Then mourn not, hapleſs Prince! thy kingdoms loſt, 


A crown tho' late thy ſacred brows may boaſt ; 

Heav'n ſeems thro? us thy empire to decree; 

Thoſe who win hearts have giv'n their hearts to thee. 
Haſt thou not heard that when profuſely gay 55 

Our welldreſt rivals grac'd their ſov'reign's day, 

We ſtubborn damſels met the publick view 

In loathſome wormwood and repenting rue! 

What Whig but trembled when our ſpotleſs band 

In virgin roſes whiten'd half the land! _.. 60 

| L 
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Who can forget what fears the foe poſſeſt The 

When oaken boughs mark'd ev'ry loyal breaſt! To! 

Leſs ſcar'd than Medway's ſtream the Norman ſtood And 

When croſs the plain he ſpy'd a marching wood, Can 

Till near at hand a gleam of ſwords betray'd 65 But! 

The youth of Kent beneath its wand'ring ſhade. And 

Thoſe who the ſuccours of the fair deſpiſe The 

May find that we have nails as well as eyes. Scarc 

Thy female bands, O Prince by Fortune croſt ! Nor 1 

At leaſt more courage than thy men can boaſt. 50 With 

Our ſex has dar'd the mughouſe chiefs to meet, Safe, 

And putchas'd fame in many a wellfought ſtreet: The x 

From Drury-Lane, the region of renown, 85 The k 

The land of love, the Paphos of the Town, Th' a, 

Fair patriots ſallying oft' have put to flight 75 Thy b 

With all their poles the guardians of the night, Or gr. 

And bore with ſcreams of triumph to their ſide Incont 
i The leader's ſtaff in all its painted pride. That t 
bi Nor ſcars the hawker in her warbling note Far o'. 
fa To vend the diſcontented ſtateſman's thought, 80 1 Far fro 
I Tho? red with ſtripes, and recent from the thong, = Such a 
0 Sore ſmitten for the love of ſacred ſong, And ſu 
| . The tuneful ſiſters ſtill purſue their trade Was 
1 Like Philomela, darkling in the ſhade. And ſu 
0 Poor Trott attends, forgetful of a fare, For thi 
i And hums in concert o'er his eaſy chair. Aerial | 
4  Mean-while regardleſs of the royal cauſe Was it 
I And TI 


His ſword for James no brother ſov'reign draws; 
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The Pope himſelf, ſurrounded with alarms, 


To France his bulls to Corfu ſends his arms, 90 

And tho' he hears his darling ſon's complaint 

Can hardly ſpare one tutelary ſaint, 

But liſts them all to guard his own abodes, 

And into ready money coins his gods. 

The dauntleſs Swede purſu'd by vengeful ſoes 93 

Scarce keeps his own hereditary ſnows; 

Nor muſt the friendly roof of kind Lorrain 

With feaſts regale our garter'd youth again. 

Safe, Bar-le-Duc! within thy ſilent grove 

The pheaſant now may perch, the hare may rove; 

The knight who aims unerring from afar, 101 

TH advent'rous knight, now quits the ſylvan war; 

Thy brinded boars may ſlumber undiſmay'd, 

Or grunt ſecure beneath the cheſtnut ſhade. 

Inconſtant Orleans! (ſtill we mourn the day Iog 

That truſted Orleans with imperial ſway) 

Far o'er the Alps our helpleſs monarch ſends, 

Far from the call of his deſponding friends; 

Such are the terms to gain Britannia's grace, 

And ſuch the terrours of the Brunſwick race! 110 
Was it for this the ſun's whole luſtre fail'd, 

And ſudden midnight o'er the moon prevail'd ? 

For this did Heav'n diſplay to mortal eyes 

Aerial knights and combats in the ſkies? 114 

Was it for this Northumbrian ſtreams look'd red, 

And Thames qriv n backward ſhew'd his ſecret bed? 

Lij | 
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Falſe auguries! th' inſulting victor's ſcorn! The { 

Ev'n our own prodigies againſt us turn! And 

O Portents! conſtru'd on our ſide in vain, To J: 

Let never Tory truſt eclipſe again. 120 But ri 

Run clear, ye Fountains! be ar peace, ye Skies! Tho'. 

And Thames! henceforth to thy green borders riſe. You t 

"To Rome then mull the Royal Wand'rer go, In vai 

And fall a ſuppliant at the papal toe? | What 

His life in ſloth inglorious muſt he wear, : 125 In vai 

One half in luxury and one in pray'r? | Heaps 

His mind perhaps at length debauch'd with eaſe Franc 

The proſſer'd purple and the hat may pleaſe. A ſece 

Shall he, whoſe ancient patriarchal race In Bri 

Jo mighty Nimrod in one line we trace, 130 And u 

10 In ſolemn conclave fit devoid of thought, Spite e 

* | And poll for points of faith his truſty vote? ze p 

1 Be ſummon'd to his ſtall in time of need, | = The h 

bl And with his caſting ſuffrage fix a creed ? ; And ſi 

5 Shall he in robes on ſtated days appear, 1335 To; 

| i And Engliſh heretics curſe once a-year? = Thro' 

77 Garnet and Faux ſhall he with pray'rs invoke, The ſo 

1 And beg that Smithfield piles once more may ſmoke? WF Shows 

i Forbid it, Heav'n! my ſoul to fury wrought = He ble 

if Turns almoſt Hanoverian at the thought. 140 To fut. 

"a From James and Rome I feel my heart decline, With p 

4 And fear, O Brunſwick! it will be wholly thine; The m 

of Yet ſtill his ſhare thy rival will conteſt, Half fic 

j 0 And ſtill the double claim divides my breaſt, 1 he fat 
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 EPI1STLES. 125 


The fate of James with pitying eyes J view, 149 


And wiſh my homage were not Brunſwick's due: 


To James my paſſion and my weakneſs guide, 
But reaſon ſways me to the victor's ſide. 


Tho' griev'd I ſpeak it; let the truth appear; 
Vou know my language and my heart ſincere. 150 


In vain did falſehood his fair frame diſgrace; 


What force had falſehood when he ſhow'd his face? 


In vain to war our boaſtful Clans were led; 

Heaps driv'n on heaps in the dire ſhock they fled. 
France ſhuns his wrath, nor raiſes to our ſhame 155 
A ſecond Dunkirk in another name. 


In Britain's ſunds their wealth all Europe throws, 


And up the Thames the world's abundance flows. 
Spite of feign'd fears and artificial cries | 
The pious Town fees fifty churches riſe. 160 


The hero triumphs as his worth is known, 


And ſits more firmly on his ſhaken throne. 
To my ſad thought no beam of hope appears 
Thro' the long proſpect of ſucceeding years. 
The ſon aſpiring to his father's fame 165 
Shows all his fire, another and the ſame: 
He bleſt in lovely Carolina's arms 
To future ages propagates her charms. 
With pain and joy at ſtrife I often trace 


The mingled parents in each daughter's face; 150 


Half ſick'ning at the ſight, too well I ſpy 
The father's ſpirit thro' the mother's eye: 
| L nj - 
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In vain new thoughts of rage I entertain, 


126 EPISTLES, 


And itrive to hate their innocence in vain. 


O Princeſs! happy by thy foes confeſt, 175 


Bleſt in thy huſband, in thy children bleſt, 
As they from thee, from them new beauties born 


While Europe laſts ſhall Europe's thrones adorn; 


Tranſplanted to each court, in times to come 

Thy ſmile celeſtial and unfading bloom 180 
Great Auſtria's ſons with ſofter lines ſhall grace, 
And ſmooth the frowns of Bourbon's haughty race: 
The fair deſcendants of thy ſacred bed 

Wide branching o'er the weſtern world ſhall ſpread 
Like the ſam'd Banian tree, whoſe pliant ſhoot 185 
To earthward bending of itſelf takes root, 

Till like their mother plant ten thouſand ſtand 


In verdant arches on the fertile land; 


Beneath her ſhade the tawny Indians rove, 
Or hunt at large thro' the wide echoing grove. 190 
O thou! to whom theſe mournful lines I ſend, 


My promis'd huſband and my deareſt friend, 


Since Heav'n appoints this favour'd race to reign, 
And blood has drench'd the Scottiſh fields in vain, 
Muſt | be wretched, and thy flight partake? 195 
Or wilt not thou for thy lov'd Chloe's ſake, 

Tir'd out at length, ſubmit to Fate's decree ? 

If not to Prunſwick, O return to me! | 
Proſtrate before the victor's mercy bend; 199 
What ſpares whole thouſands way to thee extend. 
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EIS TI ES. 127 


Should blinded friends thy doubt ful conduct blame 


Great Brunſwick's virtues ſhall ſecure thy fame: 


Say theſe invite thee to approach his throne, 


And own the monarch Heav'n vouchſafes to own : 


The world convinc'd thy reaſons will approve ; 
gay this to them, but ſwear to me it was love. 206 


TO APOLLO MAKING LOVE, 
FROM MONS. FONTENELLE, 


| . 
en cry'd Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd, 
And panting for breath the coy virgin purſu'd, 
When his wiſdom in manner moſt ample expreſt 
The long liſt of the graces his godſhip poſſeſt; 4 
| II. 
0m the god of ſweet ſong and inſpirer of lays;” 
Nor for lays nor ſweet ſons the fair fugitive ſtays : 
m the god of the harp--ſtop, my Faireſt! in vain; 
Nor the harp nor the harper could fetch her again. 8 
III. 
ee Ev'ry plant, ev'ry flow'r, and their virtues, I know; 
God of Light I'm above and of Phyſick below: 
At the dreadful word Phyſickthe nymph fledmore faſt; 
At the fatal word Phyſick ſhe doubled her haſte. 12 
„ IV. 
Thou fond god of Wiſdom ! ther alter thy phraſe, 
Bid her view the young bloom and thy raviſhingrays; 
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128 EPISTLES, 


Tell her leſs of thy knowledge and more of thy charms, 


And my life for it the damſel will fly to thy arms. 16 
VERSES TO MRS. LOWTHER 


ON HER MARKIAGE, 
FROM MENAGE. 


Tue greateſt ſwain that treads the Arcadian grove 
Our ſhepherds envy and our virgins love, 


His charming nymph his ſofter fair obtains, 


The bright Diana of our flow'ry plains; 


He 'midſt the graceful of ſuperiour grace, 5 


And ſhe the lovelieſt of the lovelieſt race. 

Thy fruitful influence guardian Juno ſhed, 
And crown the pleaſures of the genial bed; 
Raiſe thence, their ſuture joy, a ſmiling heir, 
Brave as the father as the mother fair. | 10 
Well may'ſt thou ſhow'r thy choiceſt gifts on thoſe 
Who boldly rival thy moſt hated foes; 


The vig'rous bridegroom with Alcides vies, 


And the fair bride has Cytherea's eyes. I4 


TO A LADY BEFORE MARRIAGE. 


Ou! form'd by Nature and refin'd by art, 


With charms to win and ſenſe to fix the heart, 
By thouſands ſought, Clotilda! canſt thou free 
Thy crowd of captives and deſcend to me, 
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EIS TLES. 129 


Content in ſhades obſcure to waſte thy liſe, 5 
A hidden beauty and a country wiſe? 

O! liſten while thy ſummers are my theme, 

Ah! ſooth thy partner in his waking dream. 

In ſome ſmall hamlet on the lonely plain 9 


Where Thames thro' meadows rolls his mazy train, 


Or where high Windſor, thick with greens array'd, 
Waves his old oaks and ſpreads his ample {hade, 
Fancy has figur'd out our calm retreat ; 

Already round the viſionary ſeat 

Our limes begin to ſhoot, our flow'rs to ſpring, 15 


The brooks to murmur and the birds to ling. - 


Where doſt thou lie thou thinly-peopled green, 
Thou nameleſs lawn and village yet unſeen, 

Where ſons contented with their native ground 
Ne'er travell'd further than ten furlongs round, 29 
And the tann'd peaſant and his ruddy bride 

Were born together and together dy'd, 

Where early larks beſt tell the morning light, 

And only Philomel diſturbs the night ? 

Midſt gardens here my humble pile ſhall riſe, 25 
With ſweets ſurrounded of ten thouſand dies; 
All ſavage where th' embroider'd gardens end, 

The haunt of Echoes ſhall my woods aſcend; 

And oh! if Heav'n th' ambitious thought approve, 
A rill ſhall warble croſs the gloomy grove; 30 
A little rill, o'er pebbly beds convey d, 

Guſh down the ſteep and glitter thro' the glade. 


130 EPISTLES. 


What cheering ſcents theſe bord'ring banks exhale! 


How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale! 
That thruſh how ſhrill! his note ſo clear, ſo high, 35 


He drowns each feather'd minſtrel of the ſky. 

Here let me trace beneath the purpled Morn 

The deepmouth'd btagle and the ſprightly horn, 
Or lure the trout with welldiſſembled flies, 

Or fetch the flutt'ring partridge from the ſkies. 40 
Nor ſhall thy hand diſdain to crop the vine, | 
The downy peach or flavour'd nectarine, 

Or rob the beehive of its golden hoard, 

And bear th' unbought luxuriance to thy board. 
Sometimes my books by day ſhall kill the hours, 45 
While from thy needle rife the ſilken flow'rs, 

And thou by turns to eaſe my feeble fight 

Reſume the volume and deceive the night. 

Oh! when I mark thy twinkling eyes oppreſt, 

Soft whiſp'ring let me warn my love to reſt, 30 
Then watch thee charm'dwhile ſleep locks ev'ryſenſe, 
And to ſweet Heav'n commend thy innocence. 
Thus reign'd our fathers o'er the rural fold, 

Wile, hale, and honeſt, in the days of old, 

Till courts aroſe where ſubſtance pays for ſhow, 55 
And ſpecious joys are bought with real wo. 

See Flavia's pendants large, well ſpread and right; 


The ear that wears them hears a fool each night. 


Mark how th' embroider'd col'nel ſneaks away _ 
To ſhun the with'ring dame that made him gay. 66 
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EPISTLES, 131 


That knave to gain a title loſt his fame; 


That rais'd his credit by a daughter's ſhame: 

This coxcomb's riband coſt him half his land, 

And oaks unnumber'd bought that fool a wand. 
Fond man, as all his forrows were too few, 65 
Acquires ſtrange wants that Nature never knew, 

By midnight lamps he emulates the day, 

And ſleeps perverſe the cheerful ſuns away; 

From goblets high-emboſt his wine muſt glide, 
Round his clos'd ſight the gorgeous curtain ſlide, 70 
Fruits ere their time to grace his pomp muſt riſe, 
And three untaſted courſes glut his eyes: 


For this are Nature's gentle calls withſtood, 


The voice of conſcience and the bonds of blood; 
This wiſdom thy reward for ev'ry pain, 75 


And this gay glory all thy mighty gain: 


Fair phantoms woo'd and ſcorn'd from age to age 


Since bards began to laugh or prieſts to rage, 


And yet, juſt curſe on man's aſpiring kind! 

Prone to ambition, to example blind, 80 
Our children's children ſhall our ſteps purſue, 

And the ſame errours be for ever new. 

Mean-while in hope a guiltleſs country ſwain, 

My reed with warblings cheers th' imagin'd plain. 
Hail, humble Shades! where truth and filence dwell; 
Thou noiſy Town and faithleſs Court! farewell; 86 
Farewell ambition, once my darling flame, 

The thirſt of lucre and the charm of fame; 

6 


132 EPISTLES. 

In life's by-road, that winds thro' paths unknown, 
My days tho' number'd ſhall be all my own: 90 
Here ſhall they end, (O! might they twice begin) 
And all be white the Fates intend to ſpin. 92 


TOA LADY, 


WITH A PRESENT OF FLOWERS, 


"Fur fragrant painting of our flow'ry fields, 


'The choiceſt ſtores that youthful Summer yields, 
Strephon to fair Elifa hath convey'd, 
The ſweeteſt Garland to the ſweeteſt maid! 


O cheer the Flow'rs, my Fair! and let them reſt $ 


On the Elyſium of thy ſnowy breaſt, 
And there regale the ſmell and charm the view 
With richer odours and a lovelier hue... 
Learn hence, nor fear a flatt'rer in the Flow'r, 
Thy form divine and beauty's matchleſs pow'r: 10 
Faint near thy cheeks the bright carnation glows, 
And thy ripe lips outbluſh the op'ning role; 
The lily's ſnow betrays leſs pure a light, 
Loſt in thy boſom's more unſully'd white; | 
And wreaths of jaſmine ſhed perfumes beneath 15 
Th' ambroſial incenſe of thy balmy breath. 

Ten thouſand beauties grace the rival pair; 

How fair the Chaplet and the Nymph how fair ! 
But ah] too ſoon theſe fleeting charms decay, 
The fading luitre of one haſt'ning day; 
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EIS T LES. 133 


This night ſhall ſee the gaudy Wreath decline, 
The roſes wither and the lilies pine. 

The Garland's fate to thine ſhall be apply'd, 
And what advanc'd thy form ſhall check thy pride. 
Be wiſe, my Fair! the preſent hour improve, 25 
Let joy be now, and now a walte of love; 
Each drooping bloom ſhall plead thy juſt excuſe, 
And that which ſhew'd thy beauty ſhew its uſe. 28 


ON A LADY'S PICTURE. 


TO GILFRED LAWSON, ESQ. 


As Damon Chloe's painted form ſ urvey'd 
He ſigh'd and languith'd for the jilting ſhade, 
For Cupid taught the artiſt-hand its grace, 
And Venus wanton'd in the mimick face, 


Now he laments a look ſo falſely fair, 5 
And almoſt damns what yet reſembles her; 
Now he devours it with his longing eyes, | 
Now ſated from the lovely phantom flies, { 
Yet burns to look again, yet looks again and dies, _ 


Her iv'ry neck his lips preſume to kiſs, Io 
And his bold hands the ſwelling boſom preſs ; 
The ſwain drinks in deep draughts of vain deſire, 
Me!ts without heat and burns in fancy'd fire. 
Strange pow'r of Paint! thou nice creator Art! 
What love inſpires may life itſelf impart. - 18 
M - 7 


134 reisrLES. 


Struck with like wounds of old Pygmalion pray d, 
And hugg'd to life his artificial maid. 

Claſp, new Pygmalion ! claſp the ſeeming charms, ) 
Perhaps ev'n now th' enliv'ning image warms, 
Deftin'd to crown thy joys and revel in thy arms; 20 
Thy arms, which ſhall with fire ſo fierce invade 
That ſhe at once ſhall be and ceaſe to be a maid. 22 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
AT HIS COUNTRY SEAT. 


Jo Whitton's ſhades and Hounſlow's airy plain 
Thou, Kneller! tak'ſt thy ſummer flights in vain, 
In vain thy wiſh gives all thy rural hours 
To the fair villa and wellorder'd bow'rs; 
To court thy pencil early at thy gates 5 
Ambition knocks and fleeting Beauty waits; 
The boaſtful Muſe of others' fame ſo ſure 
Implores thy aid to make her own ſecure: 
The Great, the Fair, and if aught nobler be, 
Aught more beloy'd, the Arts ſolicit thee. 10 
How canft thou hope to fly the world, in vain 
From Europe ſever'd by the circling main, | 
Sought by the kings of ev'ry diſtant land, 
And ev'ry hero worthy of thy hand ? 
Taft thou forgot that mighty Bourbon fear'd 175 
He ſtill was mortal till thy draught appear'd?! 


© EPISTLES, 135 


hat Coſmo choſe thy glowing form to place 
Amidft her maſters of the Lombard race? 
Sce on her Titian's and her Guido's urns 
5 | Her falling arts forlorn Heſperia mourns, 20 
While Britain wins each garland from her brow, 
Her wit and freedom firſt, her painting now. 
22 LL et the faint copier on old Tiber's ſhore, 
Nor mean the taſk, each breathing buſt explore, 
Line after line with painful patience trace, 25 
This Roman grandeur that Athenian grace; 
Vain care of parts: if, impotent of ſoul, 
Th induſtrious workman fails to warm the whole, 
| Each theft betrays the marble whence it came, 
And a cold ſtatue ſtiffens in the frame. 30 
Thee Nature taught, nor Art her aid deny'd, 
The kindeſt miſtreſs and the ſureſt guide, 
To catch a likeneſs at one piercing ſight, 
And place the faireſt in the faireſt light. 
Ere yet thy pencil tries her nicer toils, _ 35 
Or on thy palette lie the blended oils, 
Thy careleſs chalk has half achiev'd thy art, 
And her juſt image makes Cleora ſtart. 

A mind that graſps the whole is rarely found; 
Half-learn'd, half-painters, and half-wits, abound. 40 
Few like thy genius at proportion aim, 

All great, all graceful, and throughour the ſame. 

Such be thy life. O ſince the glorious rage 
That fir'd thy youth flames unſubdu'd by age, 
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ITho' wealth nor ſame now touch thy ſated mind, 45 
Still tinge the canvaſs, bounteous to mankind ! 95 
Since after thee may riſe an impious line, 

Coarſe manglers of the human face divine, 
Paint on till Fate diſſolve thy mortal part, Occa 
And live and die the monarch of thy art. 50 1 
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| I. | 
Fair daughter once of Windſor's woods, 
In ſafety o'er the rolling floods 
Britannia's boaſt and darling care, 


Big with the fate of Europe, bear! 4 
May winds propitious on his way 

I)! he miniſter of peace convey, 
Nor rebel wave nor riſing ſtorm 
Great George's liquid realms deform. 8 


II. 

Our vows are heard; thy crowded fails 

Already ſwell with weſtern gales, 
Already Albion's coaſt retires, 

And Calais multiplies her ſpires. 12 

At length has royal Orleans preſt 

With open arms the wellknown gueſt, 

Betore in ſacred friendſhip join'd, 
And now in counſels for mankind. 16 
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133 | ODES. 


III. 


Whilſt his clear ſchemes our patriot ſnows, 
And plans the threaten'd world's repoſe, 


They fix each haughty monarch's doom, 
And bleſs whole ages yet to come. | 
Henceforth great Brunſwick ſhall decree 
What flag muſt awe the 'Tyrrhene ica, 
For whom the Tuſcan grape ſhall glow, 


And fruitful Arethuſa flow. 


IV. 
See in firm leagues with 'Thames combine 
The Seine, the Maeſe, and diſtant Rhine; 
Nor, Ebro! let thy ſingle rage 
With half the warring world engage: 
Oh! call to mind thy thouſands ſlain, 
And Almanara's fatal plain, 
While yet the Gallick terrours ſleep, 
Nor Britain thunders from the deep. 
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AN ODE, 
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32 


INSCRIBED TO THE EARL OF SUNDERLAND AT WIN DSOK. 


f 


J. 


Fro Dome! where Edward firſt enroll'd 


His Red-croſs Knights and Barons bold, 
Whoſe vacant ſeats by Virtue bought 
Ambitious emperours have jought, 
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Where Britain's foremoſt names are found, 


In peace belov'd, in war renown'd, 

Who made the hoſtile nations moan, 

Or brought a bleſſing on their own ; 
: | II. | 

Once more a ſon of Spencer waits, 

A name familiar to thy gates, 


Sprung from the chief whoſe proweſs gain'd 


The Garter while thy founder reign'd; 
He offer'd here lus dinted ſhield, 
The dread of Gauls in Creſſy's field, 
Which in thy high-arch'd temple rais'd 
For ſour long centut ies hath blaz'd. 

HI. 
Theſe ſeats our fires, a hardy kind! 
To the fierce ſons of War confin'd, 
The flow'r of chivalry ! who drew 
With ſinew'd arm the ſtubborn yew, _ 
Or with heav'd poleaxe clear'd the field, 
Or who in juſts and tourneys ſcill d 
Before their ladies' eyes renown'd 


Threw horſe and horſeman to the ground, 


IV. 
In aftertimes as courts reſin'd 
Our patriots in the liſt were join'd; 
Not only Warwick ſtain'd with blood, 


Or Marlb'rough near the Danube's flood, 
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140 ODES, 


Have in their Crimſon Croſſes giow'd, 
But on juſt lawgivers beſtow'd 


Theſe emblems Cecil did inveſt, 
And gleam'd on wiſe Godolphin's breaſt, 


V. 

So Greece ere arts began to riſe 
Fix'd huge Orion in the ſkies, 
And ftern Alcides fam'd in wars 
Beſpangled with a thouſand ſtars, 
Till letter'd Athens round the pole 
Made gentler conſtellations roll, 
In the blue heav'ns the Lyre ſhe ſtrung, 
And near the Maid the Balance“ hung. 

| VI. 
Then, Spencer! mount amid the band 


Where knights and kings promiſc'ous ſtand. 


What tho” the hero's flame repreſt 
Burns calmly in thy gen'rous breaſt ? 


| Yet who more dauntleſs to oppoſe 


In doubtful days our homebred foes ? 
Who rais'd his country's wealth ſo high, 
Or view'd with leſs defiring eye! 
| | Vil, 
The ſage who large of ſoul ſurveys 
The globe, and all its empires weighs, 
Watchiul the various climes to guide 
Which ſeas, and tongues, and faiths, divide, 


* Names of conſtellations. 
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ODS. 


A nobber name in Windſor's ſhrine 
Shall leave, if right the Muſe divine, 


Than ſprung of old, abhorr'd and vain, 


From ravag'd realms and myriads ſlain, 

8 VII. 
Why praiſe we, prodigal of fame, 
The rage that ſets the world on flame? 
My guiltleſs Mule his brow ſhall bind 
Whoſe godlike bounty ſpares mankind. 
For thoſe whom bloody garlands crown 
The braſs may breathe the marble frown ; 
To him thro” ev'ry reſcu d land 
Ten thouſand living trophies ſtand. 


141 


56 


60 


64 


TRANSLATIONS. Vit 


ON Ah! 

PA RT OF Beat 

Why 

THE FOURTH BOOK OF LUCAN. Why 
CMS AR having reſolved to give battle to Petreius and Afranius, Pom. Bids 


pey's Lieutenants in Spain, encampednear the enemy in the ſame field, Bids 
The behaviour of their ſoldiers at their ſceing and Knowing one ano- 


ther is the ſubject of the n verſes. Your 
A A oi 
Tre ancient friends as now they nearer drew Ki 
Prepar'd for fight the wond'ring ſoldiers knew; Hold 
Brother with brother in unnat' ral ſtrife, | Who 
And the ſon arm'd againſt the father's life, And 
Curſs'd Civil war! then conſcience firſt was felt, 5 Soul 
And the tough vet'ran's heart began to melt. This 
Fix'd in dumb ſorrow all at once they ſtand, This 
Then wave, a pledge of peace, the guiltleſs hand; Heap 
To vent ten thouſand ſtruggling paſſions move, No ve 
The ſtings of nature and the pangs of love. 10 They 
All order broken wide their arms they throw, Vain 
And run with tranſport to the longing foe. New “ d 
Here the long-loſt acquaintance neighbours claim, Such 1 
There an old friend recalls his comrade's name *T'y 
Youths who in arts beneath one tutor grew, 15 The ſ. 
Rome rent in twain and kindred hoſts they view. On th 
Tears wet their impious arms, a fond relief! And h 


And kiſſes broke by ſobs the words of grief. 


lt 


1, 


15 


TRANSLATIONS, 143 


Tho yet no blood was ſpilt each anxious mind 
With horrour thinks on what his rage deſign'd. 20 


Ah! gen'rous Youths! why thus with fruitleſs pain 


Beat ye thoſe breaſts ? why guſh thoſe eyes in vain ? 
Why blame ye Heav'n,andcharge your guilt on Fate? 
Why dread the tyrant whom yourſelves make great? 


Bids he the trumpet ſound ? the trumpet ſlight; 25 


Bids he the ſtandards move ? refuſe the fight. 
Your gen'rals left by you will love again 
A ſon and father when they 're private men. 

Kind Concord, heav'nly born ! whoſe bliſsful reign 
Holds this vaſt globe in one ſurrounding chain, 30 
Whoſe laws the jarring elements control, 
And knit each atom cloſe from pole to pole, 
Soul of the world! and love's eternal ſpring! 
This lucky hour thy aid, fair Goddeſs! bring; 
This lucky hour, ere aggravated crimes 39 - 
Heap guilt on guilt and doubiy ſtain the times: 
No veil henceforth for fin, for pardon none; 
They know their duty now their friends are known, 
Vain wiſh! from blood ſhort mult the reſpite be; * 
New crimes by love enhanc'd this night ſhall ſee; 
Such is the will of Fate and ſuch the hard decree. 

"I was peace. From either camp, now void of fear, 


"The ſoldiers mingling cheerful feaſts prepare; 


On the green ſod the friendly bowls were crown'd, 
And haſty banquets pil'd upon the ground: 43 


Ph | 144 TRANSLATIONS. 
bi Around the fire they talk; one ſhews his ſcars, e N 
Uh | One tells what chance firit led him to the wars: «Ny 
| ' Their ſtories o'er the tedious night prevail, «N 
10 And the mute circle liſtens to the tale. 49 405 
os They own they fought, but ſwear they ne'er could «W 
aj Deny their guilt, and lay the blame on Fate: (hate, «© Ox 
th Their love revives to make them guiltier grow; By 
i A ſhort-liv'd bleſſing but to heighten wo! i 4 N. 
% | When to Petreius firſt the news was told B 
* The jealous gen'ral thought his legions ſold: 55 * An 
Wig Swift with the guards his headſtrong fury drew % Oh 
th) From out his camp he drives the hoſtile crew, % Th. 
0 Cuts claſping friends aſunder with his ſword, e Fall 
6 | And ſtains with blood cach hoſpitable board. Ik 
I | Then thus his wrath breaks out: Oh, loſt to fame! He 
40 « Oh, falſe to Pompey and the Roman name! 61 His bl 
[ | Can ye not conquer? ye degen'rate Bands! 801 
Wi: « Oh! die at leaſt, it is all that Rome demands. Leſs g. 
FI “ What! will ye own while ye can wield the ſword But if 
9 A rebel ſtandard and uſurping lord ? bs He yel 
' « Shall he be ſu'd to take you into place | He gla 
It «.Amoneſt his ſlaves, and grant you equal grace ? And hi 
Ef « What! ſhallmy life be begg'd ? inglorious thought! Now 
1 | « And life abhorr'd on ſuch conditions bought! On ſtub 
0 : ce The toils we bear, my Friends! are not for life, 70 Had no 
Wl «© Too mean a prize in ſuch a dreadful ftrife ; And m: 
. ö ut peace would lead to ſervitude and ſhame, The bec 
Wl <« A fair amuſement and a ſpecious name. Aud bre 
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TRANSLATIONS, 145 


Never had man explor'd the iron ore, 


« Mark'd out the trench or rais'd the lofty tow'r, 75 

Ne er had the ſteed in harneſs ſought the plain, 

« Or fleets encounter'd on th? unſtable main, 

« Were life, were breath, with fame to be compar'd, 

« Or peace to glorious liberty preferr'd. 55 

hy guilty oaths the hoſtile army bound .80 

* Holds faft its impious faith and ftands its ground: 

Are you perſidious who eſpouſe the laws, 

And traitors only in a righteous cauſe? 

Oh ſhame! in vain thro' nations far and wide 

© Thou call'ſt the crowding monarchs to thy fide 85 

% Fall'n Pompey ! while thy legions here betray 

„ Thy cheap-bought life and treat thy fame away.“ 
He ended fierce: the ſoldier's rage returns, 


IIis blood flies upward and his boſom burns. 


So haply tam'd the tiger bears his bands, 90 
Leſs grimly growls, and licks his keeper's hands; 
But if by chance he taſtes forbidden gore 
He yells amain and makes his dungeon roar; 

He glares, he foams, he aims a deſp'rate bound, 
And his pale maſter flies the dang*rous ground. 95 
Now deedsare done which man might charge aright 
On ſtubborn Fate or undiſcerning Night, 
Had not their guilt the lawleſs foldiers known, 
And made the whole malignity their own. | 
The beds, the plent'ous tables, float with gore, 100 
And breaſts are ſtabb'd that were embrac'd before. 
N \ 


46 TRANSLATIONS, 
Pity a while their hands from ſlaughter kept, 
Inward they groan'd, and as they drew they wept; 
But ev'ry blow their wav'ring rage aſſut es, 
in murder hardens and to blood inures : 105 W. 


: Crowes charge on crowds, nor friends their friend; ambi 
1 But fires by fons and ſons by fathers die. {delcry, hut b 
5 Black monſtrous rage! each with victorious cries the u 
5g Drags his {lain friend before the gen'ral's eyes, ed in 
i Exults in guilt that throws the only ſhame _ mall 
* 


On Pompey'scauſe, and blots the Roman name, 111 tn 
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DEDICATION. 


Wa EN I fiſt entered upon this tranſlation I was 


ambitious of dedicating it to the late Earl of Halifax ; 


but being prevented from doing myſelf that honour by: | 
the unſpeakable loſs which our country hath ſuſtain- 
ed in the death of that extraordinary perſon, I hope I 
ſhall not be blamed for preſuming to make a Dedica- 
tion of it to his memory. L be greatneſs of his name 
will juſtify a practice altogether uncomnion, and may 
gain favour towards a work which (if it had deſerved 
his patronage ) is perhaps the only one inſcribed to his 
Lordſhip that wall eſcape being-rewarded by him. 
- I might have one advantage from ſuch a Dedica- 
tion, that nothing I could fay in it would be fuſpeRet 
of flattery : beſides that the world would take a plea- 
fure in hearing thoſe things ſaid of this great man 
now he is dead, which he himfelf would have been 
offended at when living. But though I am fenfible 
fo amiable and exalted a character would be very 
acceptable to the publick were I able to draw it in 
its ful} extent, I ſhould be cenſured very deſervedly 
ſhould I venture upon an EY to which Lam 
by no means equal. 1 2 
His conſummate knowledge in all kinds of buſi- 

neſs, his winning eloquence in publick aſſemblies, his 
active zeal for the good of his country, and the ſhare 
| N jj 


148 DEDICATION. 


he had in conveying the ſupreme power to anilluſtri- M wer 
ous jamily famous for being friendsito mankind, are ſam 
ſubjects eaſy to be enlarged upon, but incapable of 1 
being exhauſted. The nature of the following per- e100 
formance more directly leads me to lament the miſ- plau 
fortune which hath befallen the learned world by the eſpe 
death of ſo generous and univerſal a patron. 16 

He reſted not in a barren admiration of the polite nour 
arts, wherein he himſelf was fo great a maſter, but by tl 


was acted by that humanity they naturally inſpire, 
which gave riſe to many excellent writers who have 
caſt a light upon the age in which he lived, and will 
diſtinguiſh it to poſterity. It is well known that very 
few celebrated pieces have been publifhed for ſeve- 
ral years but what were either promoted by his en- 
couragement, or ſupported by his approbation, or 
recompenſed by his bounty: and if the ſucceſſion of 
men who excel in moſt of the refined arts ſhould not 
continue, though fome may impute it to a decay of 
genius in our countrymen, thoſe who are acquainted 
with his Lordſhip's character will know more juſtly 
How to account for tt. 

The cauſe of liberty will receive no fmall advan- 
tage in future times when it ſhall be obſerved that the 


10 Earl of Halifax was one of the patriots who were at 
0 the head of it, and that moſt of thoſe who were emi- 
5 nent in the ſeveral parts of polite or uſeful learning 
ou 
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DEDICATION. 149 


Ti were by his influence and example engaged in the 
are ſame intereſt. 2 
of I hope therefore the publick will excuſe my ambi- 
er- tion ſor thus intruding into the number of thoſe ap- 
fe plauded men who have paid him this kindof homage, 
the eſpecially ſince I am alfo prompted to it by gratitude 
for the protection with which he had begun to ho- 
lite nour me, and do it at a time when he cannot ſuffer 
but buy the importunity of my acknowledgments. 
Wy 
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TO THE READER. 


{ Muſt inform the Reader that when T begun this firſt book 
T had ſome thoughts of tranſlating the whole Iliad, but 
had the pleaſure of being diverted from that deſign by 
| finding the work was fallen into a much abler hand, I 
vould not therefore be thought to have any other view in 
publiſhing this ſmall ſpecimen of Homer's Iliad than to 
beſpeat, if poſſible, the favour of the publick to atrarſla- 
tion of Homer's Odyſſeis, wherein I have already mat: 


fome progreſs. 


TRANSLATIONS. 151 


THE 
FIRST BOOK OF THE ILIAD. 


Acniks' fatal wrath, whence diſcord roſe 

That brought the ſons of Greece unnumber'd woes, 

O Goddeſs ſing. Full many a hero's ghoſt 

Was driv'n untimely to th' infernal coaſt, 

While in promiſc'ous heaps their bodies lay 5 

A feaſt for dogs and ev'ry bird of prey. 

So did the fire of gods and men fulfil 

His ſtedfaſt purpoſe and almighty will, 

What time the haughty chiefs their jars begun, 

Atrides King of Men and Peleus' godlike fon. 19 
What god in ſtrife the princes did engage ? 

Apollo, burning with vindictive rage | 

Againſt the ſcornful King, whoſe impious pride 


His prieſt diſhonour'd and his pow'r defy'd; 
Hence ſwift contagion by the god's commands 15 


Swept thro” the camp and thinn'd the Grecian bands. 


For wealth immenſe the holy Chryſes bore 


His daughter's ranſome to the tented ſhore : 


His ſceptre ſtretching forth, the golden rod 


Hung round with hallow'd garlands of his god, 28 
Of all the hoſt, of ev'ry princely chief, 
But firſt of Atreus' ſons, he begg*d relief. 

© Great Atreus' ſons and warhke Greeks attend! 


So may th' immortal gods your cauſe befriend, 


444 


ö Chryſa and of Cilla hear: 
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152 TRANSLATIONS. 


go may you Priam's lofty bulwarks burn, 25 
« And rich in gather'd fpoils to Greece return, 
As for theſe gifts my daughter you beſtow, 

And rev'rence due to great Apollo ſhow, 

& Tove's fav'rite offspring, terrible in war, 

« Who ſends his ſhafts unerring from afar.” 30 

Thro' out the hoſt conſenting murmurs riſe | 

The prieſt to rev'rence and give back the prize, 
When the great King incens'd his ſilence broke 

In words reproachful, and thus ſternly ſpoke : 
Hence, Dotard ! from my ſight, nor ever more 35 
ce Approach 1 warn thee this forbidden ſhore, 

<« Leſt thou fliretch forth my fury to reſtrain 

<< 'Fhe wreaths and ſceptre of thy god in vain. 
The captive maid I never will reſign; 

{© '[';1l age o'ertakes her I have vow'd her mine: 40 
& To diſtant Argos ſhall the fair be led; 

She ſhall, to ply the loom and grace my bed. 

«© Begone ere evil intercept thy way: 

Hence on thy life, nor urge me by thy ſtay.” 

He ended frowning. Speechleſs and difmay'd 45 

The aged fire his ſtern command obey'd. 

Silent he paſs'd amid the deaf ning roar 

Of tumbling billows on the lonely ſhore : 

Far ſrom the camp he paſe'd, then ſuppliant ſtood, 


: | And thus the hoary prieſt invok'd his god: 50 


© Dread Warriour with the ſilver bow ! give ear; 
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TRANSLATIONS, T53 


© To thee the guard of Tenedos belongs; 

&« Propitious Smintheus! oh redreſs my wrongs! 

« [f er within thylfane, with wreaths adorn'd, 55 

The fat of bulls and wellfed goats I burn'd, 

© O hear my pray'r! Let Greece thy fury know, 

« And wich thy ſhafts avenge thy ſervant's wo.“ 
Apollo hear'd his-injur'd ſuppliant's cry; 

Down ruſh'd the vengeful warriour from the ſky. 60 

Acroſs his breaſt the glitt'ring bow he flung, | 

And at his back the wellſtor'd quiver hung : 

(His arrows rattled as he urg'd his flight.) 

In clouds he flew conceal'd from mortal ght, 64 

Then took his ſtand the well-aim'd ſhaft to throw; 


Fierce ſprung the ſtring, and twang'd the filver bow. 


The dogs and mules his firit keen arrow flew, 

Amid the ranks the next more fatal flew, 

A deathful dart ! 'The fun'ral piles around 

For ever blaz'd on the-devoted ground. 70 


Nine days entire he vex'd th' embattled hoſt, 


The tenth Achilles thro' the winding coaſt. 
Summon'd a council by the queen's command 


Who wields heav'n's ſceptre in her ſnowy hand: 


She mourn'd her fav'rite Greeks, who now encloſe 75 


The hero, ſwiſtly ſpeaking as he roſe: 


© What now, O Atreus' ſon ! remains in view 
*© But o'er the deep our wand'rings to renew, 
* Doom'd to deſtruction, while our waſted pow'rs 


* The ſword and peſtilence at once devours? 80 


| : 154 TRANSLATIONS. 
' | = Why hate we not ſome prophet's ſkill to prove, 5 ce N 
9 © Or ſcek by dreams? (for dreams deſcend fromJove. ) N 
i What moves Apollo s rage let him explain, 1. 
„ What vow withheld, what hecatomb unſlain, * 
| « And if the blood of lambsand goats can pay 85 3 
by Ihe price for guilt and turn this curſe away! * 
4 6 | Thus he; and next the rev'rend Calchas roſe, * Ca 
1 Their guide to Illion whom the Grecians choſe; * 
A The prince of Augurs! whoſe enlighten'd eye * 
| 4 Could things paſt, preſent, and to come, deſcry! 90 ** AY 
A Such wiſdom Phœbus gave. He thus began, *To 
i His ſpeech addreſſing to the godlike man: 40 IS 
. Me then commandf thou, lov'd of Jove!] to ſhow He 
10 ö Mhat moves the god that bends the dreadful bow ! Thee 
. &« Firſt plight thy faith thy ready help to lend, 95 Diſda 
1 © By words to aid me or by arms defend; Lour. 
1} For [ foreſee his rage whole ample ſway Full a 
ji „The Argian pow'rs and ſceptred chiefs obey. And a 
1 „The wrath'of kings what ſubject can oppole? 99 hag. 
" «© Deep in their breaſts the fmother*dvengeance glows, * Did 
4 Still warcnful to deſtroy. Swear, valiant Youth! „For 
| 4 cc *© Swear, wilt thou guard me if | ſpeak the truth?!“ „ Wh 
1 To this Achilies ſwift replies: © Be bold, And 
"ot « Diſcloſe what Phœbus tells thee uncontroll'd. * And 
i By him who liſt ning to thy pow'rful pray'r 105 * Beca 
4 © Reveals the ſecret I devoutly ſW ear * And 
4 That while theſe eyes behold the light no hand * Fond 
uy Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded ſtrand; Ne 
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TRANSLATIONS, T55 


© Not Atreus' ſon, tho' now himſelf hie boaſt 


The King of Men and ſov'reign of the hoſt.” 110 


Then boldly he. Nor does the god complain 
« Of yows withheld or hecatombs unflain. 

*« Chryſcis to her awful ſire reius'd, 

© The gifts rejected, and the prieſt abus d, 

all doven theſe judgments, and for more they call, 
e [uit ready on th' exhauſted camp to fall, 116 
& Till ranſome- free the damſel is beſtow d, 


And hecatombs are ſent to ſooth the god, 


«© 'To Chryſa ſent. Perhaps Apollo's rage 


„The gifts may expiate and the prieſt aſſuage.“ 120 


He ſpoke and fat j when with an angry frown 


Ihe chief of kings upſtarted from his throne, 
Diſdain and vengeance in his boſom riſe, 


Lour in his brow and ſparkle in his eyes 

Full at the prieſt their fiery orbs he bent, 2 1335 

And all at once his fury found a vent.. | 
Augur of ills (for never good to me 

£ Did that moſt inauſpicious voice decree) 


For ever ready to denounce my woes, 


* When Greece is puniſh'd I am ſtill the cauſe; 130 


And now when Phœbus ſpreads his plagues abroad 


* And waſtes our camp, it is I provoke the god, 
* Becauſe my blooming captive I detain, 
And the large ranſome is produc'd in vain. 
Fond of the maid, my queen in beauty's pride 135 
** Ne'er charm'd me more a virgin and a bride; 
I | 
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756 TRANSLATIONS, 


cc Not Clytemneſtra boaſts a nobler grace, 


« A ſweeter temper or a lovelier face, 


«Jn works of female ſkill hath more command, 


© Or guides the needle with a nicer hand: 1 40 
Vet ſhe ſhall go; the fair our peace ſhall buy; 

« Better I ſuffer than my people die. 

© But mark me well; ſee inſtantly prepar'd 


„A full equivalent, a new reward: 


Nor is ĩt meet while each enjoys his ſhare 145 
© Your chief ſhould loſe his portion of the war; 
© In vain your chief whilſt the dear prize I boaſt 
© [; wreſted from me and for ever loſt.“ 
To whom the ſwift purſuer quick reply'd; 
& Oh ſunk in avarice, and ſwol'n with pride! ISO 


How ſhall the Greeks, tho' large of ſoul they be, 


Collect their ſever'd ſpoils, a heap for thee 

To ſearch a- new, and cull the choiceſt ſhare 

«© Amid the mighty harveſt of the war! | 
Then yield thy captive to the god reſign'd; 155 
* Aſſur'd a tenfold recompenſe to find 


Vhen Jove's decree ſhall throw proud _ down 
And give to plunder the devoted town.” 


«© Think not, Atrides anſwer'd, © tho' thou ſhine 
“ Graceful in beauty like the pow'rs divine, 160 
„Think not thy wiles in ſpecious words convey'd 
« From its firm purpoſe ſhajl my foul diffuade, 


Muſt I alone bereft fit down with ſhame, 


And thou inſulting keep thy captive dame? 
2 : 
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TRANSLATIONS: 157 


<« If as J aſt᷑ the large-ſoul'd'Greek's conſent 165 
« Full recompenſe to give I ſtand content: | 
If not, a prize I ſhall myſelf decree | 

“From him, or him, or elſe perhaps from thee, 


% While the proud prince defpoil'd ſhall rage in vain. 


Rut break we here? the reſt let time explain. 170 


Lanch now a welltrimm'd galley from the ſnore, 


“With hands experienc'd at the bending oar; 

* Encloſe the hecatomb, and then with care 

To the high deck convey the captive fair. 

* The ſacred bark let ſage Ulyſtes guide, 175 
* Or Ajax or Idomeneus preſide; | 5 


Or thou, O mighty Man! the 550 malt be, 


te And who more fit to ſooth the god than thee ?” 

+ Shameleſs, and poor of ſoul?” the prince replies, 
And on the Monarch caſts his ſcornful eyes, 180 
© What Greek henceforth will march at thy command 
* In ſearch of danger on the doubtſul ftrand ? 
© Who in the face of day provoke the fight, 

* Or tempt the ſecretambulſh of the night: 

Not { be ſure. Henceforward I am free, 1855 
“For ne er was Priam's houſe a foe to me: 

Far from their inroads in my paſtures feed 

* The lowing heifer and the pamper'd ſteed. 

On Phthia's hills our fruits ſecurely grow, 

And ripen careleſs of the diſtant foe, 190 
** Between whoſe realms and our Theſſalian ſhore 


Unnumber'd mountains rife and billows roar. 
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158 TRANSLATIONS, 


<« For thine and for thy baffled brother's fame OT 


«« Acroſs thoſe ſeas, diſdainful Man! 1 came; g 
« Yet, Inſolent! by arbitrary ſwax 195 ET 
«© Thou talk'ſt of ſeizing on my rightful prey, | es > 
The prize whoſe purchaſe toils and dangers coſt, ' 548i 
And giv'n by ſuffrage of the Grecian hoſt. | «A 
© What town when ſack'd by our victorious bands — 
c But ſtill brought wealth to thoſe rapacious hands? «M 
& To me thus ſcorn'd contented doſt thou yield 201 e's 
My ſhare of blood in the tumultuous field; | «Fe 
* But ſtill the flow'r of all the ſpoil is thine ; os Sti 
<« There claim'ſt thou moſt, nor e er did | repine : This 
« Whate'er was giv'n I took, and thought it beſt, 205 To fg 
« With ſlaughter tir'd, and panting aſter reſt. And! 
& To Phthia now, for I ſhall fight no more, He nc 
«© My ſhips their crooked prows ſhall turn from ſhore, To qu 
« When I am ſcorn'd I think I well foreſee © | While 
* What ſpoils and pillage will be won by thee. 210 And h 
© Hence,” cry'd the Monarch, * EE without That n 
| delay; | Watch 
c Think not, vain Man! my voice ſhall urge thy Nay: She fle 
* Others thou leav'ſt to the great cauſe inclin'd; (To hit 
« A league of kings thou leav'ſt and Jove behind. Sudden 
« Of all the chiefs doſt thou oppoſe me moit; 215 Rage ar 
Outrage and uproar are thy only boaſt, | Then 
«« Diſcord and jars thy joy. But learn to know Coms 
lf thou art ſtrong it is Jove hath made thee ſo. e But th 
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TRANSLATIONS; 159 


© Go at thy pleaſure, none will ſtop thy way; 


« Go, bid thy baſeborn Myrmidons obey. 220 
+ Thou nor thy rage ſhall my reſolves ſubdue; 
« fix my purpoſe and my threats renew. 
« Since it is decreed I muſt the maid reſtore 
&© A ſhip {hall waft her to th' offended pow'r; 
© But fair Briſeis, thy allotted prize, 225 
% Myſelf will ſeize, and ſeize before thy eyes, 
That thou and each audacious man may ſee 
«© How vain the raſh attempt to cope with me.“ 

Stung to the ſoul tumult'ous thoughts began 
This way and that to rend the godlike man, 230 
To force a paſſage with his falchion drawn 
And hurl th' imperial boaſter from his throne 
He now reſolves; and now reſolves again 
To quet} his fury and his arm reſtrain. 
While thus by turns his rage and reaſon ſway'd, 235 
And half unſheath'd he held the glitt'ring blade, 
That moment Juno, whoſe impartial eye 
Watch'd o'er them both, ſent Pallas from the ſky. 
She flew, and caught his yellow hair behind, 
(To him alone the radiant goddeſs ſhin'd;) 240 
Sudden he turn'd, and ſtarted with ſurpriſe; 
Rage and revenge flaſh'd dreadful in his eyes. 

Then thus with haſty words: O heav'nly-born ! 
* Conv'ſt thou to ſee proud Agamemnon's ſcorn? 
* But thou ſhalt ſee (my ſword ſhall make it good) 245 
*© This glutted ſand imoke with the tyrant s blood.“ 
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160 TRANSLATIONS; 


c To ſocth thy ſoul,” the Blucey'd maid replies, 
If thou obey my voice) I left the ſkies. 


« Heav'n's queen, who favours both, gave this com- 


mand, 


te Suppreſsthy wrath and ſtay thy CRY ul SY 250 


« Be all thy rage in tauntful words expreſt, 

* But guiltleſs let the thirſty falchion reſt. 

«© Mark what I ſpeak. An hour is on its way 
« When gifts tenſold for this affront ſhall pay. 


« Suppreſs thy wrath, and Heav'n and me obey.” 


Then he: © Tyield tho* with reluctant mind: 2:6 
Who yields to Heav 'n ſhall Heav'n propitious find.“ 
The ſilver hilt cloſe-graſping, at the word 
Deep in the ſheath he plung'd his mighty ſword. 
The goddeſs turning darted from his fight, 260 
And reach'd Olympus in a moment's flight. 

But fierce Achilles in a thund'ring tone 

Throws out his wrath, and goes impetuous on: 
Valiant with wine, and furious from the bowl, 

©« Thou fierce-look'd talker with a coward ſoul! 265 

War's glorious peril ever flow to ſhare, 

6 Aloof thou view'ſt the field, for death is there: 

„ Tis greater far this peaceful camp to ſway, 

©: And peel the Greeks at will who diſobey; 

&« A tyrant lord o'er ſlaves to earth debas'd, 270 

For had they fouls this outrage were thy laſt, 

<«-But thou my fix'd my final purpoſe hear: 

« By this dread ſceptre ſolemnly I ſwear, | 
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TRANSLATIONS, 1565 


tt By this (which once ſrom out the foreſt torn 

ee Nor leaf nor ſhade ſhall ever more adorn, 275 

© Which never more its verdure muſt renew, 

© Lopp'd from the vital ſtem whence firſt it grew, 

© But giv'n by Jove the ſons of men to awe, 

© Now ſways the nations and confirms the law) 

« A day ſhall come when for this hour's diſdain 280 

« The Greeks ſhall wiſh for me and wiſh in vain ; 

Nor thou tho” griev'd the wanted aid afford, 

© When heaps on heaps ſhall fall by Hector's fword ; 

« Too late with anguiſh ſhall thy heart be torn 284 

© That the firſt Greek was made the publick ſcorn.” 
He ſaid; and mounting with a furious bound 

He daſh'd his ſtudded ſceptre on the ground; 

Then fat : Atrides eager to reply 

On the fierce champion glanc'd a vengeful eye. 289 
"Twas then the madding monarchs to compoſe 

The Pylian prince, the ſmooth- ſpeech'd Neſtor, roſe. 

His tongue dropp'd honey: full of days was he; 

Two ages paſt he liv'd the third to ſee, 

And his firſt race of ſubjects long decay'd 

O'er their ſons ſons a peaceful ſceptre ſway'd. 295 
Alas for Greece!“ he cries; © and with what joy 

“Shall Priam hear, and ev'ry ſon of Troy, 

*'That you the firſt in wiſdom as in wars 


Waſle your great ſouls in poor ignoble jars! 


* Goto! you both are young; yet oſt' rever'd 306 
* Greater r than you have the wiſe Neftor heard: 
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162 TRANSLATIONS, 


« Their equals never ſhall theſe eyes behold, 

c Czneus the juſt, Pirithous the bold, 

« Exadius, Dryas, born to high command, 
Shepherds of men, and rulers of the land, 305 
© heſeus unrivall'd in his fire's abodes, | 

© And mighty Polypheme, a match for gods. 

<< They, greateſt names that ancient ſtory knows, 

« In mortal conflict met as dreadful ſoes, 

<« Fearleſs thro' rocks and wilds their prey purſu'd, 


* And the huge double Centaur-race ſubdu'd. 311 


With them mv early youth was pleas'd to roam 
„ 'Thro' regions far from my ſweet native home: 
© They call'd me to the wars: no living hand 


Could match their valour or their ſtrength with- 


fand; | 


| | 315 
ct Yet wont they olt' my ſage advice to hear: 


© Then liſten both with an attentive ear. 


« Seize not thou, King of Men, the beauteous ſlave, 
© 'Th' allotted prize the Grecian voices gave; 
© Nor thou, Pelides, in a threat'ning tone 320 


Urge him to wrath who fills that ſacred throne, 


© The King of forty kings, and honour'd mere 

© By mighty Jove than cer was king before. 

&« Erave tho' thou art, and of a race divine, 

Thou maſt obey a pow'r more great than thine: 323 


And thou, O King! forbear : myſelſ will ſue 


* Great Thetis' ſon his vengeance to ſubdue z 


305 


e: 325 


TRANSLATIONS, _ 163 


te Great Thetis' valiant ſon, our country's boaſt, 
& The ſhield and bulwark of the Grecian hoſt !”? 
< Wiſe are thy words, O Sire!” the King began, 


_ © But what can ſatiate this afpiring man! 331 


© Unbounded pow'r he claims o'er humankind, 

© And hopes for flayes | truſt he ne'er ſhall find. 

© Shall we becauſe the gods have form'd him firong 

1 Bear the lewd language of his lavrleſs tongue? 33 5 
„If aw'd by thee the Greeks might well deſpiſe 


My name,“ the prince precipitate replies. 


en vain thou nodd'ſt from thy imperial throne; 
«© 'Fhy vaſlals ſeek elſewhere, for I am none. | 
© But break we here. The fair, tho' juſtly mine, 340 


„ With fword undrawn ! purpoſe to reſign: 
On aught beſide, 1 once for all command, 


* Lay not I charge thee thy preſumpt'ous hand: 
Come not within my reach, nor dare advance, 


Or thy heart's blood ſhall reek upon my lance.” 345 


Thus both in foul debate prolong'd the day; 
The council broke each takes his ſep'rate way: 
Achilles ſeeks his tent with reftlefs mind, 
Patroclus and his train move flow behind. 

Mean-time a bark was haul'd along the ſand; 


Twice ten ſelected Greeks, a hrawny band, 351 


Tug the tough oars at the great King's command. 


Ihe gifts, the hecatomb, the captive fair, 


Are all intruſted to Ulyſtes' care. 
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164 TRANSLATIONS» 


They mount the deck, the veſſel takes its flight, 353 
Bounds o'er the ſurge and leſſens to the fight. 
Next he ordains along the winding coaſt; 


By hallow'd rites to purify the hoſt: 


A herd of choſen victims they provide, 

And caſt their offals on the briny tide: 360 
Fat bulls and goats to great Apollo die, | 
In clouds the ſav'ry ſteam aſcends the iky. 

Ihe Grecks to Heav'n their ſolemn vows addreſt, 
But dire revenge roll'd in the Monarch's breaſt, 


Obſequious at his call two heralds ſtand, © 905 -- 


To them in frowns he gives this harſh command: 

« Ye Heralds! to Achilles' tent repair, 

«© Thence ſwift the female flave Briſeis bear. 

© With arms if dilobey'd myſelf will come: 

« Bid him reſign her or he tempts his doom. 4370 
The heralds tho' unwillingly obey; _ 

Along the ſea-beat ſhore they ſpeed their way; 

And now the Myrmidonian quarter palt | 

At his tent door they find the hero plac'd. 


Diſturb'd the ſolemn meſſengers he ſaw; 371 
They too ſtood ſilent with reſpectful awe 


Before the royal youth: they neither ſpoke: 

He gueſs'd their meſſage, and the ſilence broke: 
Le Miniſters of gods and men! draw near; 

© Not you but him whoſe heralds ye appear 380 
© Robb'd of my right I blame. Patroclus, bring 


„(The damſel forth for this diſdainful King. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 165 


te But ye my wrongs, O Heralds! bear in mind, 
And clear me to the gods and all mankind; 


Ex'u to your thoughtleſs King, if evermore 385 


« My aid be wanted on the hoſtile ſnore. 


_ «© 'Thoughtleſs he is, nor knows his certain doom, 


<« Blind to the paſt, nor ſees the woes to come, 
His beſt defence thus raſhly to forego, | 
And leave a naked army to the foe.” 2390 
He ccas'd.: Patroclus his dear friend obey'd, 
And uſher'd in the lovely weeping mai. | 
Sore ſigh'd ſhe as the heralds took her hand, 
And oft” lvok'd back flow-moving o'er the ſtrand. 
Ihe widow'd hero when the fair was gone 395 
Far from his friends fat bath'd in tears alone; 
On the cold beach he fat, and fix'd his eyes 
Where black with ſtorms the curling billows riſe, 
And as the fea wide-rolling he furvey'd 
With outſtretch'd arms to his fond mother pray'd : 
<* Since to ſhort liſe thy hapleſs ſon was born 401 
* Great Jove ſtands bound by promiſe to adorn 
lis {tinted courſe with an immortal name. 
es this the great amends? the promis d fame? 
The ſan af Atreus, proud of lawieſs fway, 405 
© Demands, poſſeſſes, and enjoys, my prey.“ 
Near her old fire enthron'd the heard him weep : 
From the low filent caverns of the deep; 
Then in a morning miſt her head ſhe rears, 
Bits by her ſon, and mingles tears with tears; 410 
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166 T RANSLATIONS. 


Cloſe graſps her darling's hand. My Son!“ ſhe cries, 
« Why heavesthy heart? and why o'erflows thy eyes? 


Ohl! tell me, tell thy mother all thy care, 413 


« That both may know it and that both may ſhare.” 
© Oh Goddeſs!” cry'd he with an inword groan, 

tc Thou knowꝰſt it all; to thee are all things known, 

C Fetian Thebes we ſack'd; their ranſack'd tow' Ms 

« 'The plunder of a people, all was ours. 

« We ſtood agreed the booty to divide: 

© Chryſcis, roſy-cheek'd and gloſſy-ey'd, 42⁰ 


« Fell to the King; but holy Chryſes bore 


« Vaſt gifts of ranſome to the tented ſhore: 


His ſceptre ſtretching forth (the golden rod 


Hung round with hailow'd garlands of his god) 


Of all the hoſt, of ev'ry princely chief, 425 


<« But firſt of Atreus' ſons, he begg'd relief. 


© Thro'out the hoſt conſenting murmurs ran 


„To yield her to the venerable man; 
t But the harſh King deny'd to do him right, 
& And drove the trembling prophet from his ſight. 


Apollo heard his injur'd ſuppliant's cry, 431 


« And dealt his arrows thro' th' infected ſky; 

* The ſwift contagion ſent by his commands 

„ Swept thro' the camp and thinn'd the Grecian 
« 'The guilty cauſe a ſacred augur ſhow'd, [ bands. 
« And I firſt mov'd to mitigate the god: 436 


At this the tyrant ſtorm'd, and vengeance vow'd, 


And now too ſoon hath made his threat'nings good, 
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TRANSLATIONS. 167 


ce Chryſeis firſt with gifts to Chryſa ſent, 
<« His heralds came this moment to my tent 440 
And bore Briſeis thence, my beauteous ſlave, | 
« 'Th' allotted prize which the leagu'd Grecians gave. 
6 Thou, Goddeſs! then, and thou! know haſt pow'r, 
&« For thine own ſon the might of Jove implore. 

* Oft' in my father's houſe Ive heard thee tell, 445 
© When ſudden fears on Heav'n's great monarch fell, 
«© Thy aid the rebel deities o'crcame, 

And ſav'd the mighty Thunderer from me. 
Pallas, and Neptune, and great Juno, bound round. 
„The fire in chains, and hemm'd their ſov'reign 
Thy voice, O Goddels! broke their idle bands, 45 f 
« And call'd the giant of the hundred hands, 

“The prodigy whom heav'n and earth revere, 

« Briareus nam'd above, ZEgeon here: 5 
His father Neptune he in ſtrength ſurpaſs'd; 455 
“At Jove's right-hand his hideous form he plac'd, 
„Proud of his might: the gods with ſecret dread 

„ Beheld the huge enormous ſhape and fled. 

© Remind him then, for well thou know'ſ the art: 

* Go claſp his knees and melt his mighty heart. 460 


„Let the driv'n Argians hunted o'er the plain 


«Seek the laſt verge of this tempeſt'ous main; 

*© There let them periſh, void of all relief, 

* My wrongs remember and enjoy their chief : 
Too late with anguith ſhall his heart be torn 465 


That the firſt Greek was made the publick ſcorn.” 
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x48 TRANSLATIONS, | 

Then ſhe (with tears her azure eyes ran o'er) 
< Why bore 1 thee, or nouriſh'd when I bore? 
« Bleſt if within thy tent and free from ſtrife 
Thou might'ſt poſſeſs thy poor remains of life! 370 
Thy death approaching now the Fates foreſhow ; 


* Short is thy deftin'd term and full of wo. | 
I- fated thou! and oh unhappy I! 


t But hence to the celeſtial courts | fly, 


« Where hid in ſnow to heav'n Olympus ſwells, 475 


And Jove rejvicing in his thunder dwells. 
* Mean-time, my Son] indulge thy juſt diſdain, 
Vent all thy rage, and ſnun the hoſtile plain 


Till Jove returns. Laſt night my waves he croſt, 
And ſought the diſtant Ethiopian coaſt: 480 


Along the ſxies his radiant courſe he ſteer'd, 
* Behind him all the train of gods appear d, 
A bright proceſſion! To the holy feaſt 
© Of blameleſs men he goes a grateful gueſt : 
© To heav'n he comes when tveice fix days are o'er, 
*© 'Then.ſhall my voice the fire of gods implore; 486 
Then to his lofty manſion will L paſs, 
Founded on rocks of ever- during braſs; 
6 There will I claſp his knees with wonted art, 
Nor doubt, my Son! but I ſhall melt his heart. 490 

She ceas'd, and left him loſt in doubtful care, 
And bent on vengeance for the raviih'd fair. 

But ſafe arriv'd near Chryſa's ſacred ſtrand 

The ſage Ulyſſes now advanc'd to land: 
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TRANSLATIONS. 169 


Along the coaſt he ſhoots with ſwelling gales, 495 
Then lowers the lofty maſt and furls the fails, | 


Next plies to port with many a welltim'd oar, 


And drops his anchors near the faithful ſhore. 
The bark now fix'd amidſt the rolling tide 8 
Chryſeis follows her experienc'd guide: 50O 
The gifts to Phœbus from the Grecian hoſt, 
A herd of bulls, went bellowing o'cr the coaſt. 
To the god's fane, high looking o'er the land, 
He led, and near the altar took his ſtand, 
Then gave her to the joyful father's hand. 50 þ 
* All hail! Atrides ſets thy daughter free, 
© Sends off rings to thy god and gifts to thee; 
But thou entreat the pow'r whoſe dreadful ſway _ 
« Aﬀlicts his camp and ſweeps his hoſt away.” | 
He ſaid, and gave her. The fond father ſmil'd 510 
With ſecret rapture, and embrac'd his child. 
The victims now they range in choſen bands, 
And offer gifts with unpolluted hands; 
Wen with loud voice and arms uprear'd in air 
The hoary prieſt preferr'd this pow'rful pray'r: 515 
* Dread Warriour with the filver bow! give ear: 
** Patron of Chryſa and of Cilla hear! 
* About this dome thou walk'ſt thy conſtant round; 
* Still have my vows thy pow'r propitious found: 
* Rons'd bymy pray'rsev'nnowthyvengeance burns, 
And ſmit by thee the Grecian army mourns. 527 
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47 TRANSLATIONS. 


* Hear me once more, and let the ſuppliant foe 


© Avert.thy wrath and ſlack thy dreadful bow] 


He pray'd; and great Apollo heard his pray'r. 


The ſuppliants now their votive rites prepare; 


Amid the flames they caſt the hallow'd bread; 526 


And heav'nward turn each victim's deſtin'd head; 


Next ſlay the fatted bulls, their ſkins divide, 

And from each carcaſs rend the ſmoking hide 
On ev'ry limb large rolls of fat beſtow, 530 
And choſen morſels round the off*rings ſtrow; 
Nlyſterious rites! then onthe fire divine 


The great high prieſt pours forth the ruddy wine 
Hiniſelf the off ring burns. On either hand | 


A troop of youths in decent order ſtand; 535 
On ſharpen'd forks obedient to the ſire 5 
They turn the taſteful fragments in the fire, 
Adorn the feaſt, ſee ev'ry difh well ſtor'd, | 
And ſerve the plenteous meſſes to the board. 539 
WM hen nov the various feaſt had cheer'd their ſouls 
With ſparkling wines they crownthe gen'rous N 
The firſt libations to Apollo payx 
And ſolemnize with ſacred hymns the dy: 
His praiſe in Io Pæans loud they ſing, 
And ſooth the rage of the far ſhooting king. 545 
At ev'ning thro? the ſhore diſpers'd they ſleep, 
Huſh'd by the diſtant roarings of the deep. 
When now aſcending from the ſhades of night 
Aurora glow'd in all her _ light, 
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The PRA of the Dawn, th' ennkentd'a crew 550 
Back to the Greeks encamp'd their courſe renew. 
The breezes freſhen ; for with friendly gales 
Apollo ſwell'd their wide-diſtended fails: 
Cleft by the rapid prow the waves divide, 
And in hoarſe murmurs break on either fide: 555 
In ſafety to the deſtin'd port they paſt, Tre 
And fix'd their bark with grappling balſers faſt, 
Then dragg'd her farther on the dry land coaſt, 
Regain'd their tents, and mingled in the hoſt, 

But fierce Achilles, {till on vengeance bent, 560 
Cheriſh'd his wrath, and madden'd in his tent. 
Th' aſſembled chiefs he ſhunn'd with high diſdain, 
A band of kings, nor ſought the hoſtile plain, 
But long'd to hear the diſtant troops engage, 
The ſtrife grow doubtful, and the battle rage. 565 

Twelve days were paſt, and now th' ethereal train, 
Jove at their head, to heav'n return'd again, 
When Thetis from the deep prepar'd to riſe 
Shot thro? a big-ſwol'n wave and pierc'd the ſkies. 
At early morn ſhe reach'd the realms above, 5 70 
The court of gods, the reſidence of Jove. 

On the top-point of high Olympus, crown d 
With hills on hills, him far apart ſhe found 
Above the reſt. The earth beneath diſplay'd 
(A boundleſs proſpe&!) his broad eye ſurvey'd. 575 
Her left hand graſp'd his knees, her right ſhe rear'd, 
And touch'd with blandiſhment his awful beard; 
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172 TRANSLATIONS; 


Then ſuppliant with ſubmiſũve voice implor'd 
Old Saturn's ſon, the god by gods ador d: 
lf e' er by rebel deities oppreſt [35 $554! of 
My aid relicy'd thee, grant this one requeſt, _ 
*« Since to ſhort life my hapleſs ſon was born, 
Do thou with fame the ſcanty ſpace adorn. 
<< Puniih the King of Men, whoſe lawleſs ſway 584 
KHath ſham'd the youth and ſeiz d his deſtin'd prey. 
© A While let Troy prevail that Greece may grieve, 
% And doubled honours to my offspring give.“ 
bhe ſaid; the god vouchſaſ'd not to reply, 
(A deep ſuſpenſe ſat in his thoughtful eye.) 
Once more around his knees the goddeſs clung, 590 
And to ſoft accents form'd her artful tongue: 
*© Ch! ſpeak; or grant me or deny my pray r: 
«© Fear not to ſpeak what I am doom'd to bear, 
* 'That I may know if thou my pray'r deny 
The moſt deſpis'd of all the gods am l. 595 
With a deep figh the I hund'ring Pow'r replies; 
Jo what a height will Juno's anger riſe ! 
5 Still doth her voice before the gods uphraid 
6 MY partial hand that gives the I rojans aid. 
grant thy ſuit, But hence; depart unſeen, 600 
« And ſhun the ſight of heav'n's ſuſpicious queen. 
© Believe my nod, the great the certain ſign 
„ When Jove propitious hears the pow 'rs divine, 
*© The ſign that ratiſies my high command 
© That thus I will; and what i will ſhall ftand.” 605 
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TRANSLATIONS, 173 
This ſaid, his kingly brow the ſire inclin'd; 
The large black curls fell awful from behind 
Thick ſhadowing the ſtern forehead of the god: 
Olympus trembled at th* almighty nod. 

The goddeſs ſmil'd; and with a ſudden leap 60 
From the high mountain plung'd into the deep. 
But Jove repair'd to his celeſtial tow'rs, 

And as he roſe uproſe th' immortal pow'rs. 

In ranks on either ſide th' aſſembly caſt | 
Bow'd down, and did obeiſance as he paſt. 615 
Jo him enthron'd (for whiſp'ring ſhe had ſeen 


Cloſe at his knees the Sil verfooted queen, 


Daughter of him who low beneath the tides 
Aged and hoary in the deep reſides) 
Big with invectives Juno ſilence broke, 620 
And thus opprobrious her reſentments ſpoke : 
e Falſe Jove! what goddeſs whiſp'ring did I ſee ? 
O fond of counſels ſtill conceal'd from me! 
Jo me neglected thou wilt ne'er impart 
One ſingle thought of thy cloſe-cover'd heart.“ 


To whom the fire of gods and men reply'd: 626 


« Strive not to find what I decree to hide; 

© Laborious were the ſearch, and vain the ſtrife, 

© Vain ev-n ſor thee, my ſiſter and my wife. 

he thoughts and counſels proper to declare 630 

Nor god nor mortal ſhall before thee ſhare ; 

Eut what my ſecret wiſdom ſhall ordain 

*Tiinknottorcach,for know the thought were vain, 
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174 TRANSLATIONS. 


<« Dread Saturn's Son! why ſo ſeverc ?” replies 
The goddeſs of the large majeſtick eyes. 635 
Thy own dark thoughts at pleaſure hide or ſhow ; 
Ne'er have | afk*'d nor now aſpire to know. 
Nor vct my fears are vain nor came unſeen 
© To.thy high throne the Silverfooted queen, 
© Daughter of him who low beneath the tides ' 
Aged and hoary in the deep reſides. 
Thy nod aſſures me ſhe was not deny'd, 
And Greece muſt periſh for a madman's pride. | 


Jo whom the god whoſe hand the tempeſt forms, | 


Drives clouds on clouds and blackens heav'n with 
| Norms, 645 

Thus wrathful anfwer'd : ** Doft thou fill complain? 

„ Perplex'd for ever, and perplex'd im vain! 

ce Shouldſt chou diſcioſe the dark event to come 

How wilt thou ſtop th' irrevocable doom? 


«© 'This ſerves the more to ſharpen my diſdain, 650 - 


c And woes foreſcen but lengthen out thy pain. 
ge filent then; diſpute not my command, 
Nor tempt the force of this fuperiour hand, 

IJ eſt all the gods around thee leagu'd engage 


ju vain to ſhicld thee from my kindled rage. 675 


Mute and abath'd ſhe ſat without reply, 
And downward turn'd her large majeſtic k eye, 
Nor further durſt th' oftended fire provoke : 
Ihe gods around him trembled as he ſpoke; 
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TRANSLATIONS. 175 


When Vulcan, for his mother ſore diſtreſt, 660 
'Turn'd orator, and thus his ſpeech addreſt : 
Hard is our fate if men of mortal line 
e Stir up debate among the pow'rs divine, 
Il things on earth diſturb the bleſt abodes 
5 « And mar th' ambroſial banquet of the gods! 665 
40 «© Then let my mother once be rul'd by me, 
© Tho' much more wiſe than I preteud to be: 
Let me adviſe her ſilent to obey, 
« And due ſubmiſſion to our father pay, 


ns, | Nor force again his gloomy rage to riſe 670 

ith © Ul-tim'd, and damp the revels of the ſkies; 

45 © For ſhould he toſs her from th' Olympian hill 

in? © Who could reſiſt the Mighty Monarch's will? 
Ihen thou to love The Thund'rer reconcile, 
And tempt him kindly on us all to ſmile.” 675 

He ſaid; and in his tott'ring hands upbore 
50 A double goblet fill'd and foaming o'er. 


© Sit down, dear Mother! with a heart content, 
Nor urge a more diſgraceſul puniſument, 
© Which if great Jove inflict, poor | diſmay'd 680 
* Muſt ſtand aloof, nor dare to give thee aid, | 

67.5 * Great Jove ſhall reign for ever uncontroll'd: 
Remember when I took thy part of old, 
© Caught by the heel he ſwung me round on high, 
{© And headlong hurl'd me from th' ethereal ſky: 685 
From morn to noon I fell, from noon to night, 

Jill pitch'd on Lemnos, a moſt piteous ſight: 
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176 TRANSLATIONS: 


« The Sintiants hardly could my, breath recall, 
* Giddy and gaſping with the dreadful fall.” 


She ſmil'd; and ſmiling her white arm diſplay'd 


To reach the bowl her awkward ſon convey'd: 691 

From right to left the gen'rous bowl he crown'd, 

And dealt the roſy nectar fairly round. 

The gods laugh'd out unweary'd as they ſpy'd 

The buſy ſkinker hop from fide to fide. + 695 
Thus feaſting to the full they paſs d away 


To bliſsful banquets all the livelong day; 
Nor wanted melody: with heav'nly art 


The Muſes ſung; each Muſe perform'd her part 
Alternate warbling, while the golden lre 700 


Touch'd by Apollo led the vocal choir. 


The ſun at length declin'd, when ev'ry gueſt 
Sought his bright palace and withdrew to reſt, 
Each had his palace on th' Olympian hill, 

A maſlerpiece of Vulcan's matchleſs ill. 70g 
Ev'n he, the god who heav'n's great ſceptre ſways, 
And frowas amid the lightning's dreadful blaze, 
His bed of ſtate aſcending lay compos'd; _ 

His eyes a ſweet refreſhing {lumber clos'd; 

And at his ſide, all glorious to behold, 


Was Juno, lodg'd in her alcove of gold. . 
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